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INTRODUCTION 



During his life span of 85 years (December 5, 1872 to June 10, 
1957) Bhai Sahib Bhai Vir Singh wrote voluminously with 
dedication and devotion. He wrote in Punjabi in preference to 
Braj Bhasha, the favourite language of the scholars of his days. 

I had the opportunity to be the Editor of 'The Bhai Vir Singh 
Abhinandan Granth Samiti", which brought out the Abhinandan 
Granth on August 23, 1954, with a foreword by the then President 
of India, Dr. S. Radhakrishnan. This occasion provided an oppor- 
tunity to the literary luminaries, all over the world, to appreciate 
the genius of Bhai Vir Singh. The Shatabdi Granth of 1972 also 
enabled quite a number of writers and scholars, both Indian and 
foreign, to evaluate various aspects of writings of Bhai Sahib. 

UNESCO and Sahitya Akademy, as also Languages 
Department, Punjab, brought out representative collections on Bhai 
Sahib. Many scholars like Prof. Harbans Singh of Punjabi 
University, Prof. Gurbachan Singh Talib, Col. J.S. Guleria, Shri 
G.S. Khosla have endeavoured to evaluate the works of Bhai 
Sahib which, of course, will enable many more scholars to assess 
and analyse the contribution of Bhai Sahib to Punjabi literature 
and Sikh thought. 

Bhai Vir Singh .Sahitya Sadan endeavours to bring out works 
of Bhai Sahib in English and Hindi for the benefit of general 
readers and scholars. The present volume from the pen of 
Justice Pritam Singh Safeer, himself a poet of repute, is a 



significant addition to the study of Bhai Sahib as a poet. Due to 
certain unavoidable circumstances proof reading errors in some of 
the earlier pages could not be rectified. We hope the slip will not 
affect the interest of the readers. 



New Delhi : 
March 15, 1985 



HARBANS SINGH 

General Secretary 

Bhai Vir Singh Sahitya Sadan 
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Garlands of Rippling Waves 



When the stars shine every night the heavens enjoy a fanfare 
of twinkling lights. 

Humanity gives birth to shining stars, men or women, only 
once in a while. Such stars, in their destined field of human acti- 
vity continue to shine in accordance with the capacity originally 
pervading their existence. 

Bhai Vir Singh was born with an evershining spark of divinity 
in him. As he progressed in years the spark became a streak of 
light. An age came when he became a central star in a galaxy of 
his own. 

The prominent aspect in him was that from the beginning 
till the end a cosmic consciousness permeated all his actions. Even 
in case of highly enlightened persons there are periods when life 
entertains many kinds of lapses. His life had an enternal touch in 
it. He did not suffer any lapses. Progressive uniformity spelled 
bis every thought, his every deed. 

The parents, who brought him up, were personages of rare 
integrity. Gurbani i.e. The Sikh scriptures entered his soul even 
while in the lap of his mother. Dr. Charan Singh, his father^ was 
a writer of some eminence. The genius in his son attained unique 
heights. 

In the history of the Sikhs he remains a phenomenon. In a 
single individual were combined the virtues of a saint, an inestima- 
ble capacity to produce literature and the ability to provide guida- 
nce to his chosen one*s in respect of all intricate problems that 
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arise in life. He was soft spoken and would not talk much. The- 
gift of poetic genius had been lavishly bestowed on him. Most of 
his life very exceptional people could have access to him. While 
alone, perhaps he was never alone. A sustaining blissfulness emanat- 
ing from the Supreme Power constantly lived with him. 

The poet incarnate had the divine song perpetually vibrating 
in every pore of his body. 

No poet who may have written in Punjabi had competent 
knowledge of all the Ragas and the Raginis which Bbai Sahib had. 
The compositions emanating from his inspiration had the distinction 
of being in tune with well sustaining measures. 

It may be stated at once that his ever flowering genius 
displayed a distinct individual imprint and his poems were not a 
mere production of the impact of the scriptures. The awakening 
of the divine in his soul equipped him with a rare insight into 
nature. He had an indivisible personality which produced distinct 
feelings characteristic in being theological. 

Born on 5th December 1872 he began to write at a young age. 

This is an effort to estimate and imbibe some of his enrap- 
turing poetical works. Let us turn to. 

The Garlands of Rippling Waves. 

The "Universal" in Bhai Vir Singh is luminously throbbing ir* 
these lines : — 

3 WRSte fSR feHU St ! 

fits fan 3 to fir h t § 

sis S*^U T § B § 
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The poet is in love with the elemental, therefore, he has 
entreated : — 

O The reality in this manifestation 
Do not throw me away : 
Deep inside the core of your presence 
Rehabilitate me in entire sublimation. 
If while keeping me at some distance 
You were to be rapturous and happy 
Then having bestwed the eyes that see 
Never withdraw beyond ray sight. 

The poet has disclosed in an introductory passage that the 
contents in this volume consist of those thoughts which after the 
incoming of 1909 began to perpetuate themselves in various 
poetical forms. 

Bhai Sahib was an elevated soul. He was in love with the 
unseen. The throb of divinity in him had its source in heavens. 
Every breath of his life was full of bliss and he lived in ordained 
discipline. 

In his youth, the love for the eternal created in him the insight 
and the wisdom of the sages. 

In the above quoted passage with which this volume of poems 
begins is the prayerful supplication that the inner reality which is 
sustaining all that is visible should not discard the soul in love 
with it. There is the fear of separation. There is intense desire to 
remain conscious of His presence everywhere. The poet is consci- 
ous that he can only seek the blessings and prays that his eyes may 
at all times recognize the presence of the lord in all situations. 

Bhai Sahib possessed the inherent quality of deep thinking. 
He would penetrate deep into the visible. His analytical mind 
would without exertion perceive all aspects in man and in nature. 

Every hour of his life was productive. Poetry and prose came 
to him with equal facility. 
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The most significant aspect was that he lived more of virtue 
than people could know and preached more through silence than 
through speech. 

Prof. Puran Singh at one time had become apostate, Swami 
Ram Tirth's impact was such that Prof. Puran Singh got his 
long hair cut off. He abondened his faith and became a sanyasi 
i e. a recluse. 

His wife Maya Devi has recorded in her perface to Puran 
Singh's poetical works that a meeting with Bhai Vir Singh Ji 
transformed her husband. Puran Singh told her that he would 
never allow his hair to be cut off. He described that Bhai Sahib 
had combed with his fingers through the shorn hair and remarked 
that these were as soft and comforting as long shining hair would 
be. A touch having divine magic in it reclaimed Puran Singh 
back into Sikhism. 

The narration of the above incident has relevance to the pro- 
duction of great poetry. There is no artificiality in Bhai Vir Singh's 
writings. The only conscious aspect was that he was aware of the 
musical strains in various forms of poetical expression. He was a 
man of great learning. He knew may languages. His introductory 
notes to some of his compositions clarify that he had perused 
poetry written in different meters in various languages. Bhai Sahib 
has stated that the above quoted composition in its likeness 
resembles the meter in which "Rubais 4 * are written in Persia, A 
careful perusal of his poetical procurement affirms that he remains 
unmatched in providing profound variety in thought and form. 

He remains the harbinger of a new age in Punjabi poetry. 

None of his contemporaries could measure upto him. He did 
not write merely for those living through his times. The span of 
his song is limitless. There is eternal fragrance in some of his 
poems. Let us be introduced to another composition. 

m fu £ ^re H T o>-n§, era 
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7rS J % HltfS gfes 
§ ?T T 2 If cT 

'us an § feu giftw I 

Out of intense longing for perceiving the invisible 

These eyes came into being but facing all beauty 

They are socketed to look outside 

They see scenic beauty and feel repleted 

Time and again try to be one with it 

But the eagerness; for the invisible is unsatisfied 

After feeding on beauty they are still hungry. 

There was inborn quest in the poet which was evermore to 
strive for love with the divine. His was a soul seeking no salvation. 
An invisible beloved was drawing him to itself for unification. There 
was perpetual conciousness of living in separation. There was 
intense longing to submerge into the Universal. 

A truthful moment expressed itself. He felt his eyes had been 
born out of benediction. The eyes were to restlessly search figuring 
out to themselves the one who was in all ages featureless. The 
poet was full of awareness that all charming manipulations of 
nature could distract the eyes. He observed that even after feeding 
on attractive sights his eyes continued to be listless. An inner 
urge continued to seek the beloved. 

Blessed was he who in the prime of youth, while living a 
married life was full of supernatural sanctity. 

"Khalsa Samachar" was the newspaper which he was running. 
He was turning out highly persuasive prose. People living far and 
wide were being inspired to live in accordance with the tenets of 
Sikhism. He practised those principles in his day to day life. He 
acquired an englightenment which could impart the magic touch. 

Performing all the tasks he was still always in tune with the 
muse of poetry. The panorama around him could any time pro- 
duce a significant song. 

There was unique pining for the unattainable. The quality of 
introspection introduced him to all intricate psychological situ- 
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ations. He could clearly imagine the problems which humanity 
faced. His own problem, however, was uppermost in his mind. 
Therefore he wrote : — 

'53R-WH' feg ftS 33 3d 

Apart from music, in these lines, there is an exposition of 
highly enduring philosophical thought. 

Wherefrom is all this life ? 

There is some invisible power which goes on creating. All that 
becomes visible, at a certain point of destiny again merges back 
into the invisible. There are countless forms of life. Wherefrom 
did the various shapes of life originally arise ? It does not need 
religion to accept that the power that creates and consumes back 
into itself is the same. The poet receives inspiration from the 
glistening dew drops twinkling on green grass. In the afore- 
quoted stanza he says : — 

"I am the dew sprinkled on grass. 

I am turned into eyes,many many eyes. 

These eyes are filled with the desire to see Him. 

In identity I am turning into water. 

My whole self is the incarnate longing for Him. 

Nothing else remains in me 

Shine out of the*high heavens. 

Come imbibe me ; I am spread on your path" ! 

The dew is symbolic of the poet's own self. Scattered in drops 
of desire he is longing to be imbibed in to the universal. 
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The green leaves of the grass on which the dew drops are 
described to be lying can allow those drops to trickle down to be 
sucked uy by the earth. The soul does not want to be dried up in 
the dust. It wants to be lifted up. The pure shining rays of the sun 
will turn the dew drops into sunshine itself. 

Bhai Sahib had fertile imagination. Truth, however, was the 
predominant note of his life. The thoughts which were ryhmed into 
song were those which really pervaded his being. In every elevat- 
ed soul there is the pining for tne divine. In him the de>ire was 
.always there to be sublimated. Many moments of his life he must 
have lived in a state of sublimation. 

He was firm in his faith. He was firm in his love* No circum- 
stance in his life made him deviate from the chosen path! The 
lustre inside him did not escape notice by others. The devotion 
which he received, however, did not incite ego. It can be recorded 
on the basis of personal experience that he was self-restrained, 
^congenial and inexplicably attractive. 

It was his source of inspiration which sustained him in writing 
■out whatever came out of the depth of his mind as well as from 
the unseen. Through him was being dispersed a fragrance which 
equally permeated his prose as well as poetry. He was saturated 
with unlimited grace. 

There was nothing which could distract his mind or thought. 
The fact is that he was ever engrossed in work. 

Poetry provides an index to the manner in which the poet 
lives and thinks. It does provide an estimate of the poet. The 
composition reproduced here would give you an insight in to the 
naoments of bliss through which he lived : — 

t?u fear #5 rraruftr H^f 
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§31 HUT# § SM 

Give us a drop to drink out of your goblet 
Which may consign ray fears into the sea 
Lifting into the heavens of eternal bliss. 
It may eliminate hopes and apprehensions 
Light may possess me and a multicoloured 
Intoxication may lift the Soul in a swing 
The ecstasy may be full of etenal pleasures 
Which may never be repulsed, 
I should be so united ! 

There was persistant desire in him to seek sublimation. Every 
fibre in his body functioned in a state of sanctification. The love- 
in him had exceptional faith in prayer. In the above quoted lines- 
of poetry there is the supplication that a single drop of nector may 
inebriate his whole being. The conflicting thoughts dominating the 
routine of life may get burried into deep sea. The poet in earnes- 
tness postulates a state of mind in which life may be soaring in the- 
high regions of everlasting bliss. In that state no apprehensions 
will haunt his life. Desires will not distrub his peace. He wants to- 
be in tune with Him out of Whom all life arises. His existence, he 
prays, may not remain dormant. He invites divine grace which 
may shower gratification on him. The inner light will impart its- 
colour to the limbs. He is aware that there can be pitfalls in thought,, 
word and deed. He wants an even mind perpetually in rhythmic 
unison with the beloved. His beloved is the one out of whom> 
galaxies of stars arise to outshine each other. No charming femin- 
ine face is visible in his writings. 

May it be said that it is the natural target of a poet's love 
which determines the content and quality of expression. 

It may be stated that the poet with whom we are concerned 
used to wake up between 2 — 30 to 3 A. M. He would then get 
immersed in prayers. Some of his writings bear the date and time 
when those were written. He would often times start writing as* 
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early as at 4 A. M. In an atmosphere of unique silence thoughts 

would travel from the unseen to wear the garments of prose or 
poetry. 

It is well known that his instructions were that he should not 
be distrubed till the lunch hour. After that interval it was essential 
to give rest to the limbs. Most of the days he did not write during 
the afternoons. 

A strict vegetarian, he was used to early dinners. He would 
offer his evening prayers and go to bed early. That alone could 
revive him in the early hours of the next day to produce conse- 
quential literature. 

A poet's mind is never silent. The process of entertaining and 
estimating experiences goes on. 

Rousseau had made a remarkable observation when he said :- 

"In the mountains our bodies are more active, our minds more 
serene. Our pleasures less ardent and our passions much more 
moderate. Our meditations acquire a degree of sublimity from 
the grandeur of the objects around us. It seems as if being 
lifted above all human society, we had left every low terrestrial 
sentiment behind, and that as we approach the ethereal 
regions, the soil imbibes something of their eternal purity'*. 

Living in Amritsar, Bhai Sahib carried within him the love for 
all the Gurus and was in devoted love with the Almighty. 

The serenity in him did not need any purifying air from high 
mountaineous regions.The city in which he lived was full of people. 
The inner peace in him did not require any isolation to sustain it. 

Poetry arises outjof passion and pain.? It is the kind of passion 
which lifts the poet's mind and thought which determines the great- 
ness of his expression. 

Rarely, but truthfully some persons] possess the prowess to 
enjoy physical presence in far off environment. Sitting away from 
natural sights imparting sanctifying effect, he could experience 
eternal purity. Why was that ? Because his beloved always reigned 
over his mind. 
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He wrote : — 

5? t b hus h1 gfust, 
aiet w fes T ul i 

t? T f ^*3T Hp B T 3St 
few § UH-fest 3TR^ 

si feu mre^ i 

I continuously keep remembering my beloved. 

That remembrance has dived deep into my recesses 

Rippling like the waves of a song. 

It pervades as divine music. 

It intoxicates like the wine. 

It vibrates like the strain of a tune. 

It draws to itself imparting delightful pricks. 

Even at that it is comfortingly pleasant. 

A rare sanctification had crystallized in a physical self. His 
life was a constant process of purification. The yearning for infinite 
love was the index to an uprising galaxy which in unique shine 
revolved inside him. The ups and downs in circumstances did not 
shake his steadfastness He was never anxious for praise which of 
its own enriched his day to day history. With ,every breath he 
seemed to be grafting more and more on his acquisitions. 

In the above quoted stanza remains captured evermore a 
sublime state of mind containing mesmeric influence of love. You 
don't remember your beloved unless you are possessed by him. 
You do not Jove something which is just ia vacuum, The love for 
the divine also assumes physical aspects. Is there no physical 
commandment in that which effectively changes your w ? ay of 
Jiving ? It is really a parental presence which guides you in all 
actions. 
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If an eternal song is vibcrating in you, then you will greet 
and meet people differently. If you are held in a soft grasp of 
inebriation you will pour out thoughts which will involve others 
in the same direction in which you are travelling. Your admirers 
may turn into devotees. That happened in Bhai Sahib's case. His 
words never went waste. Those who came in devoted contact with 
him developed a change in their manner and method of dealing 
with others. What was it that made him exceptional ? He could 
estimate his contemporary writers by reading what they wrote. He 
•could uuhesitatingly express his love for others. He would 
calculate his actions before hand. He was so sure of himself that 
he could predetermine the performance of others in his presence. 
.Such a person had, in the above quoted stanza outpoured bis 
yearing that he should always remain conscious of his sublime love. 
He beseecbed his beloved to be always present inside him. He 
•could not contemplate any parting. To what extent he had imbibed 
Him, may remain debatable but it is undeniable that his daily life 
had in it a prolonged measure of meditation. In that aspect of 
existence he was gracefully different than the others. 

There was another element in him. A.n incomprehensible 
invisible curtain kept his real self concealed from many of his close 
-associates. The inebriation which prevailed in him kept him in its 
exclusive possession. 

Let it be said that his poems are a noble gift keeping alive 
some of the music which he heard in silence. 

Long before his advent, J, Dryden, an English poet of 
remarkable attainment wrote "Song for Saint Cecilia's Day". 
He said : 

"From Harmony, from heavenly Harmony 

This universal frame began ; 
When Nature underneath a heap 

of Jarring atoms lay 
And could not heave her head, 
The tuneful voice was heard from high 

Arise, ye more than dead ; 
Then cold, and hot, and moist and dry 
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In order to their stations leap, 

And Music's power obey 
From harmomy, from heavenly harmony 

This universal frame began : 
From harmony to harmony 
Through all the compass of the notes it ran, 
The diapason closing full in man". 

The great poet was concerned with the incoming of "man*** 
He perceived the existence of high heavens. There was harmony 
out of which the original phase of existence began to emerge. He 
described that at a prehistorical period nature Jay under a heap of 
Jarring atoms. Then from the unseen high a tuneful voice spoke. 
Cold and hot, moist and dry came to prevail. A process of 
creation obeying the music's power resulted in : 

"The diapason closing full in Man". 

The background is surely theological. A correct pitch was 
reached. The dominant being the "Man" whose descendants we 
are, was the culminating product of a process in which "Music's 
power" performed the act of procreation. 

Bhai Vir Singh believed that all visible creation had in it the 
throb of "Reality" as its "Life". All initiation, all resurgence 
was out of "Reality". That faith was the source of his inspired 
longing : 

§ wpiwkm fetf feet? 
ff§ m 3 T a* i 

"O" The Reality in this manifestation 
Do not throw us away". 

The devotion in him had inculcated the belief that only 
through its kindness the Supreme would graciously own him. 
That devotion kept an element of the supernatural alive in him. 

As centuries have moved along poetry has been changing in 
tune and expression. At one time it was essential to create 
rhyme. The terminating words had to be identically musical. 
There was more of song and a greater touch of simplicity, The 
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poet's eye everywhere was concerned with beauty. J. Nash, the 
JEnglish poet wrote the poem : 

SPRING 

Spring the sweet spring, is the year's pleasant king 
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring 
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing 
Cuckoo, Jug Jug, pu-we, to witta woo ; 

The palm and may, make country houses gay 
Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day 
And we hear birds tune this merry lay 
Cuckoo, Jug Jug, pu-we, to witta woo.... 

A wide knowledge of the language was necessary. That alone 
could facilitate a smooth picking up of words which could produce 
soft similar music. 

William Shakespeare remains mighty in his dmoain. Let us 
examine his famous song and notice the manner in which, one of 
rthe worlds greatest poets produced music. You must be aware 
of this song : 

Under the greenwood tree 
Who loves to lie with me, 
And turn his merry note 
Unto the sweet birds throat 

Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 

But winter and rough weather 

Who doth ambition shun 

And loves to live 'The sun, 

Seeking the food he eats 

And pleased with what he gets 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 

Here shall he see 
No enemy 

But winter and rough weather 
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Rhyming was an ancient attribute of poetry. It was practised^ 
in all countries. Its nomenclature changed in different languages. 

Bbai Sahib put his pen to many rhymes and measures. He 
introduced Punjabi poetry to forms and patterns which were till 
then unknown. 

There was and will always remain a significant distinction 
between what Bhai Sahib wrote and what Shah Hussain or Bulleh 
Shah had written. Sufism has also a theological background.. 
Bulleh Shah had said unto himself : 

B^W fas HfuHt § 

Addressing himself Bulleh Shah said that his beloved was 
not separate from himself. The eye to perceive the beloved, 
however, lacked in sight. For that reason the soul was being 
tormented. He said that he could not restiain himself from 
stating the truth which was vibrating on his lips. 

BulJeh Shah was also in a process of self-realisation. The 
inner brightness in Bhai Vir Singh was, however, not outspoken. 
He outshined others in being greatly self-restrained. There was 
conscious meditation and there was unconcious meditation. That 
aspect was helpful in adopting new rhymes. "Rana Surat Singh" 
which will be dealt with later on was written in <4 Sirkhandi 
Chhand". Ia the very first volume the "garland" contains 
multicoloured flowers contributing their distinct hypnotizing 
smell. 

The poems are on varied topics. Some of them were : "My . 
beloved", ''Preparations 5 ', "The Will", "Nectar", "To the one 
plucking the roses", "Consciousness and inebriation", "Atone- 
ment", 'The bird in the cage", "Remembrance", "Music" and 
"Looking in both directions". There are many other expositions in, 
delightful song. 
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Her ealized that "conquering" his ''ethereal beloved" was 
beyond human effort. He worshipped the invisible one but in a 
moment of desperation he grasped how stone-hearted was the one 
from whom there was hardly any response. He wrote : 

vfes s t h Stj s T is* 

— = * 

Ug T fat* 3B T U §u1 

I am entangled in love with a stone 

Jt neither smiles nor speaks : 

It is attractive in beauty and captivates me 

But It does not open up its heart 

with all efforts to abondon, it is difficult to abondon 

No warmth is imparted by its impact 

Well I bow to your dispensation 

Please never go beyond my sight ! 

Whatever the terrain of your affection it has its moments of 
pleasure and pain. The yearning for celestial response recorded the 
hovering of the mind over the shines and shadows of separation. 

That was how Bhai Vir Singh's love experienced a striving of 
the heart. 

Let us turn to John Clare. He estimated love as few 
others had done. Love was omnipresent. It enlivened all places 
and all moments in exhilarating situations. There is rhymed charm 
in what John Clare says : 

Love lives beyond 

The tomb, the eaith, which fades like dew : 

I love the fond, 

The faithful, and the true. 



36 

Love lives in sleep 

The happiness of healthy dreams : 

Eve's dews may weep, 

But love delightful seems. 

'Tis seen in flowers 

And in the mornings pearly dew ; 

In earths green hours, 

And in the heavens eternal blue. 

'Tis heard in spring 

When the light and sunbeams warm and kind 
On angels wing 

Bring love and music to the mind. 

Human blood is ail of one colour. Men and women in 
preponderance of matters react similarly in similar circumstances. 
Poetry in ages and climes whereever written conveys feelings at 
least containing partial resemblance. Love and hate and even 
unconscious conflict in mind are almost identically portrayed in 
literature. The instances provided by English poems reassure that 
similar repercussions of the mind are recorded there as well. 

Bhai Vir Singh's genius prospered in the climate created by 
the recitation of the Sikh scriptures. In the beginning of many 
of his poems preceeding the heading he has in many places 
quoted from Gurbani. His exposition of Sikhism was authentic 
and inspiring. 

In his poem "rft??5 oft 5" "What is life" he has raised 
significant questions and provided answers in the course of poeti- 
cal discussion. The philosophical background is provided by the 
Sikh dogma. The environment which he describes is visited by 
an imaginated charming young woman. She picks up within her 
contemplation the whole panorama of life. She asks : 

oft & 3 fa©* 5 FPU T 

"Why and wherefore all this 
The intricate interwoven pattern ? 
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Then again she inquires : 

3* "tte 9 ' H 4 TF T 5 T , 

feu rft^S oft U ?H3 ? 
of! 9 fHH5 T H T S T ?" 

4< I am alive, I know I am living 

I am "life", I know that ; 

But of what "substance" is this life 

And how far can it be depended upon ? 

After deep contemplation the poet had come to certain 
^conclusions. He redeemed himself by outpouring the conflict and 
satiating it through answers. What are those answers ? Those 
.are warbling attitudes of the human mind. The inquisitive damsel 
remains despondent till the impact of the smiling scenic beauty 
brings it to her mind that life is a fulfilment of joyful bliss. She 
realises that happiness arises from within. In optimism you 
begin to see pleasant bloom spreading out everywhere. Nature 
continues its display. Life is part of nature and in faith should 
be lived out smilingly. Bhai Vir Singh desired that life should 
acquire an inset pleasure which should be firm and should not 
change as the years go by. In that way he contemplated an 
exceptional change in those who could love the creator. 

The great english poet S.Y. Coleridge looked at the span of 
life passing from youth into old age. He recorded under the 
heading : 

YOUTH AND AGE 

'Verse, a breezee* mid blossom straying 
Where Hope clung feeding, like a bee— 
Both were mine ! Life went a — maying 
With Nature, Hope, and poesy, 
When I was young ! 

When I was young ? Ah, woeful when ! 
Ah ! for the change 'twixt Now and Then ! 
This breathing house not built with hands, 
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This body that does me grievous wrong, 
O'er airy cliffs and glittering sands 
How lightly then it flash'd along ; 
Like those trim skiffs, unknown of yore, 
On winding lakes and rivers wide, 
That ask no aid of sail or oar 
That fear no spite of wind or tide ! 
Nought cared this body for wind or weather 
When youth and I lived in't together 

Flowers are lovely ; Love is flower-like, 

Friendship is a sheltering tree ; 

O ! The joys that came down shower-like, 

Of Friendship, Love and Liberty, 

Ere I was old. 

The poet frankly confesses that all he has described was true^ 
of life before he left behind his youth and reached old age. It is- 
a long poem which in a subsequent stanza says : 

"Dew-drops are the gems of morning, 
But the tears of mournful eve ! 
Where no hope is, life's a warning 
That only serves to make us grieve 
When we are old. 

Generally even in case of enlightened people youth is bright 
with years full of hope. As the body begins to age apprehensions 
begin to arise. The dew-drops do not seem to be shining like-- 
gems. They do look like tears. 

Those who love Him continue to imbibe bliss even in old age. 
Bhai Vir Singh was in the exceptional category of men full of 
bliss. 

There is a striking distinction which keeps him in a class by 
itself. The distinction is that in Bhai Vir Singh we find a historical 
continuation of the eternal message given to the ages by the Sikh 
Gurus. He was a writer with a mandate in him. in prose and 
poetry we find him accomplishing his purpose. He is aware of 
the target which he is to achieve. 
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He wrote articles, dealing with diverse problems. He wrote 
novels. In them he created characters which demonstrated how 
true Sikhs, men or women, were to conduct themselves in adverse 
situations. 

He wrote in an exceptional style about the lives of Sikh 
Gurus. 

In the poems we find that there is replenishing of song by his 
pen which produced brilliant effective prose. 

It has to be noticed that the basic feature in his writings is 
that inside them is a staunch preacher who is steadfast on his 
selected path. The preacher is, however, careful in watching his 
own tendencies. None of his poems loses its music or charm 
because it is emanating from a preaching pen. 

He adopts different topics in order to create a calculated 
effect. That may be diminishing spontaniety to some extent. That* 
however, is beyond discovery by an ordinary reader. 

He makes the flowers in a garland to talk when the garland 
.is going to be discarded by a god-loving person. 

§3 WW cfe ? 

Do not remove us from around your neck 
Do not make your heart forget us 
Do not remove and throw us away 
Without you, who will own us ? 

He was being attracted by all kinds of imagery. Some of his 
poems contain fanciful representations. The poet oftentimes 
resorted to metaphorical expressions. He wanted to decry and 
resist all efforts at separating him from his beloved. He depicted 
his own state of mind by describing what a creeper which had 
climbed up a tall tree in a forset began to whimper when some one 
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began to pull it off. The creeper began its humble protest by 
saying : 

$8" % 315 53ft #5 
(The creeper clinging to Kelon (a tree) 

315 stamp § U T ^l»f T 

These opening lines in themselves suffice to convey that 
the poet's life has passed through serious situations. It had taken 
him days and months in meditation to climb up reverential heights. 
The conspiracy of circumstances one after the other began to 
strain his nerves and pull him down. A resistance stimulated him 
and he desperately wanted to keep soaring high.' He could not 
compromise with being dragged down from the high pedestal 
which he had climbed. 

In this volume are revealed the pangs experienced in his 
youth. His poems faithfully record that even in the warm bloom 
of his youthful years he had the affection for the non-physical 
Supreme-self. 

He also loved Guru Gobind Singh Ji, the tenth Master. He 
felt that the Yamna flowing by the side of the great Sikh shrine 
at Paonta Sahib in Himachal Pardesh was even now conscious of 
the sanctity imparted by the bathing of his beloved master in it. 
There is a poem about that in this volume. 

The topics varied with is attitude of mind. Many have seen 
and enjoyed the smell of ,arious kinds of narcissus. The flower 
looks like an eye. Bhai Vir Singh was so much impressed in 
some rewarding moment that he spoke out through the flower. 
His narcissus spoke out : 



H" FT Boftft 3orel 35 3Ub«t 
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There was the relentless single-minded distinct longing in the 
poet for preceiving, imbibing and enjoying his beloved in all 
situations. He spoke out his mind through the smiling flowers. 
What the narcissus said was : 

I was looking out, looking out and 
Never getting tried of looking out 
I was looking out with a fixed gaze 
My eyes were glued in that direction 

Wherefrom had not returned the one who had bestowed love 
Who had enlivened new currents of affection. 

The same undercurrent of celestial thought runs through all 
his compositions. 

Having written about the high Himalayan ranges and the 
deep oceans and having recorded a poetical dialogue between 
Chandravati and Pushpawati in the course of which true love is 
sought to be defined, Bhai Sahib has outpoured the feelings of an 
injured peacock. It is a long poem with a preface in verse. The 
poet described the loathsome hunter who out of greed for feeding 
on its meat shoots down a peacock. In a premeditated speech the 
dying peacock. sermonizes s — 

fH3tT5U T 3 U 5TCU3 T WJ H T cft 

fiTHf? at HtJcJ frPJFSlS tft I 

?H H^^3 T H T JTO Hhj fet 

fen sfegg h h^h tft i 
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The entire span of beauty is the manifest supreme 

We should recognize Him in being beautiful 

Wherever beauty sheds its excellence 

There we should bow to the lustre of God Himself 

The Gracious Creator has devised splendrous Nature 

We should rever His resurgence in Nature 

Beauty is raining over all environment 

With open eyes we may enjoy this sprinkling of excellence ! 

The peacock is in itself a rare manifestation of beauty in 
Nature. Its shape, its multicolours and its voice are indeed re- 
markable. The dying bird, gasping for breath was admonishing 
the assassin. He was prr'losopoically admonishing him for his 
short sightedness because of which he was blind to the existence of 
God in every being. 

The poet had hit upon a plan. He was to weave out a sonnet 
to contain a story disbursing the persuation that the presence 
of the Supreme Power which creates every thing must be recognized 
in all beings. 

His life manifested a system of religious truth. His versatile 
pen preached the gospel which was enshrined in him. He was 
sent down to earth in order to tread a bright orient path. He was 
on a mission to give the best in the east to the entire world. The 
first volume of his poems remains strikingly fresh. He continued 
to be the harbinger of abiding confidence in the benevolence of the 
Supreme Power. 



Matak Hulare 

(Celestial Vibrations) 



Nature has been graciously bountiful in devising the charming 
-details in which the valley of Kashmir exists. You cross high 
mountains and enter the Paradise of soft level landscape full of an 
astonishing variety of flowers. Suddenly you come across nectar 
flowing out of crystal clear springs. There are lakes big and small 
.and there are rivers singing along in rare glee. The grandeur is 
not confined to geographical enchantment. There are trees tall 
,and medium sized bearing such delicious fruit that its taste endures 
in you. 

Kashmir in all ages has had admiring visitors. The Punjabi 
language and literature bad the good fortune that in order to 
.enrich them Bbai Sahib, a unique poet, had a sojourn in 
Kahsmere. The divinity in Nature cast its spell. An unknown 
magic produced the musical strains which are incarnated in the 
poems in this volume. The collection is admired as being a magni- 
ficent comprehension of nature's munificence. Let us notice 
tsome of the enchanting compositions. We begin with : — 

Heft fft§ 

w& fen set fsnru 
§u T w& fen #3R5 

§§ 1W fee >tf 3ET 3 
3 UFfeW feus »ftS ! 
§U T tffeS h!cJT t §3 dl 
3WU «*>htQ m £f# t 
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| fenr f few feg »f T trarat 
§g i#3 3HS i 

Addressing the celstical current of life in himself, he said : — 

You were to abide by a flowing stream 
You were to live fn a secluded forest 
You were destined to keep flying in heavens 
And countine singing by yourself 
Your life was meant to be owned by you 
You were to atone to your inner self 
How is it that you are caught in noises 
Around you is a web of problems ! 

Unless life withdraws into itself and there is solitude to sort, 
out problems a man's creative capacity would surely suffer. The- 
poet wanted peace. His flights into higher regions deserved that h& 
should not be disturbed by any distractions. 

He wrote about the grace inducted into him by his beloved > — 

3FF RUf 7S J Hfe»T 
5f]3* 

You plucked us and we parted 

We got separated from the branch 

You enjoyed the smell put to the bosom and tossed 

We fell away from you 

The passers-by treaded over us 

And we were torn into petals 

Even then the thankfulness for the contact 

Is evergreen and unforgettable ! 
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In Bhai Vir Singh there is a singular attachment which throbs 
through all rhymed thought. Here the flowers speak. A grateful- 
ness is being expressed for the beloved's touch even though the act 
performed was that of snatching beautiful fragrant flowers from the 
mother branch. 

There are queer elements which inspire the poet to express 
himself allegorically. There is a custom in conformity with which 
a kind of green powder is mixed with water and its thin paste is 
used to create red designs on the palms of the hands and on the 
feet of the bride. The ladies, even otherwise use it in Northern 
India. The poet imagined that there was a beautiful damsels 
clasp which closed over the red colour imparted to the palm. He 
wrote : — 

ctf WT 3*3 HAS 7> 

firearl fret hh t set 
#y i« ye ut— ' 

To-night the beloved held me in a clasp. 

The kindness of the beloved and the amalgamation 

With him was enjoyed by me ! 

My real tint of life was grafted on his limbs 

He showered admiring looks on me ! 

O my friendly maidens is it not true 

That the beloved also enjoyed a taste of my touch ! 

The admiring eye with youthful glance retained in memory the 
panorama of decorated damsels. The mind, however, was full of 
love for the Divine. The poet's personality had a set purpose in it. 
All that he perceived raised the genius in him to similar heights. 
Was his mind a one track mind ? Is it wrong to look for the 
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same thing everywhere ? Studying Bhai Vir Singh in detail one 
has to agree that the main current in his poetical inscription re- 
mains remarkably harmonious. 

World's greatest poets have shown manifold attitudes to life 
and all that it brings before the mind's eye. Almost all of them 
wrote on different topics. Their thoughts and moods did not 
transport the same message everytime. The mightiest of the mighty 
W. Shakespeare may be examined in this regard. Let us get 
acquainted with the following poem : — 

WINTER 

When iciceles hang by the wall 

And Dick the shepherd blows his naii, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail, 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul 
Then nightly sings the staring owl 

Tuwhoo ! 
Tuwhit ! Tuwhoo ! A merry note ! 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot 
When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parsons saw 
And birds sit brooding in the snow 

And Marian's nose looks red and raw ; 
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl 

Then nightly sings the staring owl 

Tuwhoo ! 
Tuwhit ! Tuwhoo ! A merry note ! 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

According to his talent at that point of his life Shakespeare 
sublimated Englands winter in the foregoing poem. Let us exa- 
mine another of his poems. He wrote a poem under the caption 
''Revolution". His mind pondered over the inevitable ways of life. 
In a philosophic strain he wrote : 
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REVOLUTION 

Liks as the waves make towards the pebbled shore, 

So do our minutes hasten to their end, 
Each changing place with that which goes before, 

In sequent toil all forwards to contend. 

Nativity, once in the main of light, 

Crawls to maturity, where with being crpwn'd 

Croocked eclipses 'gainst his glory fight, 

And time that gave doth now his gift confound. 

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth, 
And delves the parallels in beauty's brow, 

Feeds on the varieties in nature's truth, 

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow. 

And yet, to times in hope, my verse shall stand 
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand. 

Without comment the current of thought in the two poems 
quoted above remains distinctly dissimilar. 

Human mind does not react in the same way to all situations. 
The poet according to his awakened stature incurs different sensiti- 
vity in different moods and the poems find themselves framed in 
various patterns of rhyme and thought. In all languages the 
phenomenon depicting warm feelings in rippling divergent thought 
prevails. 

It needs deep meditation to control yourself. It is the result 
of perpetual bliss that the poet may be converging everytime on a 
divine central theme. 

How was poetry dawning on him ? Where from music 
sprinkled itself into the words which he combined in his com- 
positions ? In moments of introspection he achieved the knowledge 
which he did not keep back. He disclosed : — 

off?3T HtJc33 T Ht 

> tf T US HUfe HfUH 
»FU§ IJcPH SHHt 
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The beauteous excellence of poetry 

Resides in high regions 

In its own grace it strives into music 

Its brightness shines out of its own dispensation ! 

A very intimate perception alone could have painted in 
poetry the manner in which inspiration turns into rhyme. In the 
same composition he described the permeation : — 

fiqf * 3J55 %l 

to ggsr FjU T st ; 

SSoTO H T t? Ft ffff : 

An ordainment was speaking through his pen. The rendering 
would mean : — 

Like the dew drops sparkling on a wire 
Like the glistening surface of the beads 
Shining along a streak of vision 
It is enshrined in soft sublimation 
An enchanting strain from a delicate throat 
A quiver of tunes out of a musical instrument 
An intense sensation caused by a flash of beauty 
A manifestation of the twinkling stars 

You will nowhere come across such subtle and magnificent 
glorification of the actual process through which poetry takes 
unique birth. 

His mind even when blossoming in bliss could concentrate 
on the regenration of poetry. 

Every poet of consequence has exceptional talent in him. 
The climate of divinity in Bhai Vir Singh was exquisite and 
supersecular. 
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He had in him a spontaneous flow of words and music. 
Rarely has any poet so lucidly described the incoming of poetical 
compositions. He knew many languages. His pen observed the 
restriction of enriching the literature in his mother-tongue. He is 
universally recognized as the harbinger of a new age in Punjabi 
literature. It became crystal clear that every intricate thought 
could be expressed in this language. 

Prof. Puran Singh was right in emphasising that many 
people had visited Kashmir but that land of flowers had never 
before entertained a visitor of such consequence. The snow-bound 
mountains had in many places in their lap the shrines where 
prayers had gone on for centuries. At one time Sanskrit flourished 
and the Pundits exerted their supereminence. 

The Hindu influence suffered an irreversible jolt at the hands 
of desperate Muslim conquerers. A period of checkered history 
followed. Some of the places of worship were destroyed. The 
pains and pangs which fell to the lot of the people became alive 
in the poet's mind. The universality in him sharply reacted to 
the eloquence with which the ruins in Kashmere spoke to him. 
The bygone excited sympathy and the musical cords inside the 
poet began to produce compositions one after the other. 

Kashmir makes an unavoidable impact on all who visit it 
for the first time. There is music in the air. Another kind of 
music is rhyming out of its singing springs. Its rivers produce 
enlightening relief. The birds produce peculiar soul stiring notes. 
The flowers disperse intoxicating fragrance. Their riot of colours 
bewilders the eye. The poet in Bhai Vir Singh, always living in 
the domain of bliss absorbed the panoramic reality in those 
surroundings and wrote : — 
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There is a fairly large lake in Srinagar Kashmere. Its name 
is *Dal\ Many small boats locally called "Shikara" ply in it. 
At that time, when the poet had the occassion to visit Kashmere 
wooden oars were used to row the boats. 

In this composition the "boat" is addressing the lake. In 
depth of thought it is the body and the soul together expressing 
gratefulness to the Creator. The body and the soul are. the boat,, 
the Creator is the boatsman rowing it. The poem is : — 

THE BOAT TO THE DAL LAKE 

We are a boat moving about in you 

But without the oar and the boatsman 

We are unstationed and have no target 

The T i.e. the ego is eliminated from the "Self" 

The winds vagrancy blows us hither thither 

But because of your bliss inducing touch 

We are saturated affinities of your Grace 

There is an imprint of his inner-self in all his writings. So- 
many and so many have inhaled the nourishing breeze while^ 
being moved about in small wooden boats over the waters of 
the Dal lake. He comprehended that the vast lake was like the 
span of life. The boatsman rowing the individual self of the 
poet over the currents of life was invisible. Life was moving along: 
by itself. It was inevitablly incurring events. The winds of pas- 
sion, of greed and ego were blowing the individuals in aimless 
directions. There was vagrancy in the mind of man. In his case,, 
the affection bestowed upon him by the unknown was a constant 
source of a peculiar delight which kept the mind and the body in 
a state of enlightenment. He was all the while enwrapped ini 
ethereal merriment. 
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Long ago Lord Buddha had said : — 

"MIND precedes things, dominates them, and creates them". 

The truth is that it is the mind's intense desire which seeks 
fulfilment. All actions are, in the first instance, contemplated. As 
and when the situation arises, the individual manipulates the 
matters in such a manner that he or she may be able to physically 
obtain that which had been thought about. 

Tolstoy had said :~~ 

"Evil thoughts are worse than avil actions whence misdeeds 
proceed". 

The world wars did not spark of incidentally. The world's 
arsenels were replenished with the weapons of war. There was 
competitive production of the instruments of destruction. Why 
did all that happen ? The minds of those individuals or groups 
who were in power had conceived keen desire to conquer countries, 
big and small, in order to create a new empire which they wanted 
to govern. 

In case of Bhai Vir Singh it was his mind in which was 
enshrined a divine affection which kept him conscious of the pre- 
sence of the Lord with him. Life was not an encumberance. It 
was an opportunity to regain and enjoy an ideal contact with the 
sublime. He was a rare individual who never had a despondent 
estimate of life. In order to estimate the stature of his mind let 
us examine a glaring example which presents a contrary but in 
itself a sufficiently truthful picture of life. Inmost of the cases 
life is a mixture of pleasure and pain. There is preponderance 
of poverty. Lord Bacon, an English poet, obviously well-placed 
in life wrote a poem which remains historic in depicting the various 
paths which life treads. His intimate probe into certain depths 
offers scope for comparative study. His poem is 

LIFE 

The world's a bubble, and the life of Man 

Less than a span ; 
In his conception wretched, from the womb 

So to the tomb ; 
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Curst from the cradle, and brought upto years 

With cares and fears ; 
Who then to frail mortality shall trust, 

But limns the water, or but writes in dust. 

Yet since with sorrow here we live opprest, 

What of life is best ? 
Courts are but only superficial schools 

To dandle fools ; 
The rural parts are turned into a den 

of savage men : 
And where's a city from all vice so free, 
But may be termed the worst of all the three ? 

Domestic cares afflict the husband's bed 

or pains his head ; 
Those that live single take it for a curse, 

or do things worse ; 
Some would have children, those that have them moan 

or wish them gone ; 
What is it, then, to have, or have no wife, 
But single thraldom, or a double strife ? 

Our own affections still at home to please 

Is a disease ; 
To cross the sea to any foreign soil, 

Perils and toil ; 
Wars with their noise affright us when they cease, 

We are worse in peace : — 
What then remains, but that we still should cry 

Not to be born, or, being, born, to die ? 

According to Lord Bacon from birth to death life is an exer- 
cise in futility. Those who are in life's struggle face odd problems. 
Those who are married face domestic cares. Those who remain 
single take it that they are passing their days under a curse. 

Men and women get tired of the woes of life. Their faith 
gets shaken. Why ? Because "things are not what they seem". 
People, by and large do not have any spiritual sustenance in them. 
You will find Lord Bacon's lamentation being supported by the 
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genius of a luminary whose pen produced lucent poetry. He 
had, undeniablly, keen insight into all matters. Shakespeare 
wrote. 

THE WORLD S WAY 

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry- 
As, to behold desert a beggar born, 
And needy nothing trimrn'd in jollity, 
And purest faith unhappily forsworn. 

And gilded honour shamefully misplaced, 
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted 
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced 
And strength by limping sway disabled. 

And art made tongue-tied by authority, 

And folly, doctor-like, controlling skill, 

And simple truth miscalled simplicity, 

And captive Good attending captain 111 : 

Tired with all these, from these I would be gone, 

Save ihat to die, I leave my love alone. 

It would be useful to look into your own lives. There is the 
chain of bright hopes shattered by adverse circumstances. Your 
moments of glorious attainments have faded away. Those who 
were at one time intimate friends are after the lapse of years 
forgotton strangers. In your basket of memories you carry the 
tears and smiles of your close relatives whose affectionate figures 
no longer exist in blood and bone. There always are disturbing 
inconsistencies in life. 

Bhai Vir Singh's earthly existance, however, had fruitful 
harmony in it. There was a bond of amity which kept alive in 
him sublime happiness. His outlook which measured all events 
had in its background his unshaken faith that the heavenly designs 
are eternally merciful. Even in his dreams, the dawn of divine 
splendour showered its bright rays. A rare image of an excellent 
experience remains captured in the following melody : 
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1HE QUIVERING ELBOW 

In a dream you presented yourself 
Voluntarily I fell in embrace 
You being absolute light could not be clasped 
My elbow continued quivering ■ 
Immediately I put my forehead on your feet 
You did not impart the transforming touch 
You were high and heavenly, I was trivial 
I could not manage the situation 
Again I made a thrust to catch your scarf 
But the scarf was a tremor of lightning 
While in flight it continued its impact 
The dust I am made of gave out a flash 
And you brightened out of every particle 
The lightning trembled in a dazzling roar 
Now a disarming darkness is prevailing ! 



c 



35 



It indeed defies defination as to how deep and intense his love 
for his "Beloved" was. 

The dreams, oftentimes, remain alive in your thoughts after 
you wake up. The dawn with the fresh tinge of scarlet rays 
inspires the mind and the pen to capture the dreams in poetic 
liber. 

He who is loved and meditated upon can make His Splendor 
replenish a dream. His divine presence inspired a voluntary effort 
to become one with Him. So long as it lasted the brightening flash 
was unique. As soon as the event terminated itself the darkness 
that followed must have been tormenting. Such appearances 
and such partings continue to rejuvenate the thirst for the 
"Eternal". 

The spirtual contacts elevate the soul and induct peacefulness 
in all limbs of the body. The mind has to control desires. 

Whatever the nature of those efforts they are pre-ordained. The 
sanctification of the intellect clears the way for an expanded and 
detailed appreciation of all things, in all situations. 

The ruins in Kashmere reminded the poet of the original 
grandeur of the shrines. There were several beautiful sites where 
the worshipers had established those shrines. In their zeal to 
out-do each other in being iconoclastic the Islamic invaders did 
not exercise any control that from the point of view of preserving 
historical art the shrines deserved to be protected. They could 
have restricted their use without resorting to demolitions. 

The poet appreciated that the locality at one time called 
"Awantipura" had vanished. The two shrines which existed there 
having been demolished, the small inhabitation in their neighbour- 
hood had also vanished. He recorded : 

*re f Htuu T oft gfo 3im T srrctf 
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The poet's lamentation is instructive for all times. The 
gieater the rage the greater is the occassion for cool consideration 
of the immediate and ultimate consequences. Many people had 
seen the ruins. It was a discerning sympathetic eye which incur- 
red imagination. The poet deplored what he had seen and 
observed : 

"The ruins of Awantipura" 

What is there left of Awantipura ? 

Here are these ruins of two temples 

The distorted pieces of a bygone civilization 

Depicting vagrancies of Time ! 

They are reminding us of the "eye" 

Which had the cataract in it 

In respect of the appreciation of art 

There was no life left to admire ability 

The ability to observe distinction between religious fervour 
and the regard for art was lost ! 

While trying to heal others they became diseased 

Idol worship ? The odols again cropped up 

But the art, that alas could not come back 

The idols dying out many times were reinstalled 

Who could enliven the precise quality to practice art ? 
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The hands that built up the various shrines and decorated them 
with colourful paintings were of those who were worshippers. In 
any case devoted attention had been paid to the construction and 
maintenance of the temples. The idols installed in them could 
have been removed without inflicting dire destruction. Those 
shrines symbolised a particular civilization. Those shrines were 
"history" erected in stone. Similar was the eminence of the 
shrine at Martand. Sun was the deity which the people gathered 
to worship there. Bhai Vir Singh wrote : 

HSU £ « 
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The Ruins of The Martand Temple 

When Martand was beaten down 

The stones wept and wailed : 

"You are breaking stones ? hearts are bursting 

The heart is the home of God 

You may hammer us but just perceive 

The strokes fall on the abode of God 

It is He who lives in everyone 

But who is He whom you recognize as God ? 

There is subtle serious comment in this condemnation of 
bigotry. The temple as it stood jwas a specimen of architectural 
attainment. If preserved it would have continued to display the 
accomplishment manifested in it. 
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Bhai Sahib admired some of the beautiful gardens which he 
came across in Kashmir, About one of them he wrote : 

fk©^ h 1 ?* fefh a^t»F 
*HW 3d stop fs^l^, 
* sst fiWcft is 3d st 

Like the cares which the mothers bestow are your cool shades 

Cool comforting is your loving lap 

The sheltering shades are sweet to enjoy 

The mother loves her own child 

You shower your affection on everyone 

Whosoever comes gets affectionate attention 

You impart delightful respite to heart burnings. 

The garden must have, at that period of its existence, possessed 
enchanting qualities. Its flowers, its shades surely had the quality 
to inspire praise. 

The well-known garden called "Nishat" also attracted atten- 
tion. The garden is near the Dal lake. Splendid mountain peaks 
hold the garden and the lake in their lap. To Nishat .the poet 
said : — 

t fire fHcT3 T H 
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9* 1 sfew ! 



fui ^3 us 
nrar d ?W3 

Hie #fe»f T 

Like the crown which Dal is wearing 

You are present 

In the lap of mountains 

You are spreading out 

Green mounds as sentries 

Are attending behind you 

Before you is the assemblage 

Of rippling waves of Dal 

On the right and left sides 

Eucalyptus is engrossing you 

It seems a contingent of soldiers 

Is performing the duties of sentries. 

This is a pen portrait of the famous garden which was origi- 
nally designed under the Mughal regime. The spot so carefully 
selected remains celebrated throughout the centuries. 

Kashmir is full of sources of pure shining water. These 
springs have for ages comforted thirsty visitors. Their locations 
are in enchanting environment. Nature has been lavish in bestow- 
ing its beauty in all places in the valley. The various springs 
have distinct names. "Very Nag", "Ichha Bal', "Kukar Nag" are 
very well known. All visitors are taken to them. The crystal 
clear water, with a greenish tinge because of its depth, flowing out 
of "Very Nag" in the ultimate, forms itself into a river. The river 
known as "Vidastha" at one time has the popular name Jehlum 
and is one of the five rivers which gave / fc tbe name Punjab to the 
region through which they are flowing . since prehistoric times. 
Bhai Sahib wrote about "Very Nag" also but he wrote twice about 
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"Ichha fial". One of the compositions pertaining to that beauti- 
ful source of water flowing out in unique rhythm deserves to be 
produced. 

The poet puts a question which is answered by the spring 
"Ichha Bal". 

1{H?> :— HF USl UggT?" g_U 35H 

hh t s1 § Ug} hto! 

US H§ >H r cf T H 

§ c?HH3 fesr aiet H T a1 1 

rife ftre fejjT 3 yuft 
§ sra w3 t h suT gfa^ i 
fen ? T 5 of! ? 

fe3 5313 53ft 551 irel 

WH5" ft HofTH 3 T get, 
r ^ T 5 y§ fesr gftre i 

"Deep Afternoon at "Icbhabal" 
Question : 

It is dusk, the shadows have become invisible 
Ichhabal why are you running along 
The flowing current continues its song 
Its movement has not subsided 
The tourists, the birds and the gardeners 
Have all resumed recess and are resting 
An entrancing apprehensiveness is prevailing 
And the Nature in entirety is at stand still. 
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Answer : 

Those who have incurred an extraction within their chest 

They do not set their oars at rest 

The eyes full of ardent affection do not go to sleep 

The flow of tears is interminable day and night 

An intense devoted attachment allures them on and on 

Their movement is endless and infinite 

There is no halting place intercepting unification 

Thence every day they continue in eternal motion. 

The flowing waters reminded him of his own predicament of 
love. The flow out of the spring was eternal. The poets own 
atonement to love was eternal. The concourse from the spring con- 
tinued day and night. The intensity of affection in the poet perpe- 
tually occupied him. The hand of destiny was guiding the waters 
into a flowing stream merging somewhere. The poet's mind was 
pining for attaining amalgamation with celestial reality- 
He wrote about the spring known as Matan Sahib. A small 
population had congregated at the place where nearby at one time 
Martand existed. 

His keen appreciation did not ignore either Pahalgam or 
Gulmarg. About his visit to Gulmarg he observed : 

3H3* § UIHFFST geW 
?|3?>, H3I5 US 

^§HU feel fzwel 1 1 

"GUL MARG" 
After climbing higher and higher 
Was reached a plain smooth space 
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Rain droping over velvet grass 

Pleasant coolness in attandance 

Shrivelling heat and enthralling engagements gone 

Reaching those heights a cool quietness was attained 

Which cools the mind unites and mystifies it 

That superfine calmness prevails here ! 

The environment in Gul Marg was conducive to blissful medi- 
ation. There was comforting quietness. Gul Marg, natural in 
exceptional beauty offered enthralling experience. The mystic in 
the poet found himself in extremely attractive and soothing atmos- 
phere. There were no engagements to be fulfilled. Those were 
the moments when the mind could devotedly admire the magnifi- 
cence in creation. 

Kashmir in many ways saturated his mind with delight. He 
measured up to the stature of natural variation in the munificence 
in showering beauty everywhere. The sojourn in its total effect 
inspired him to turn himself into another Kashmere. An intense 
desire to invite his "Beloved" to reflect "Himself" in fantasia of 
existance made the poet to proclaim his entreaty by declaring : — 

H" TOT, H" f5T ? ScF I 

WIT §S feg r t H01§ 
gp§ HU T 3T Si HUTf ! HU^t 

Many a contemplation must have preceded the integration of 
such an ambitious protestation ! 

NEW KASHMERE 

I wept, I cried all people may know 
Like the rain falling in showers 
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A "Vidastha" (River) ensued, a Dal was filled 
And wuller (a lake) began brimming 
By spreading out myself, O* friends 
I am transformed into a new Kashmir 
Sing the wedding song oh Belles ! 

May be the beautiful one would come to move about here ! 

The panoramic attraction kindled in his soul the desire to be 
transformed into such a form which may persude his beloved to 
come and enjoy him. He wanted to live in a state of mind and 
body saturated with bliss. 

In this volume there are compositions pertaining to "Lalli" a 
woman of exceptional spirtual attainments and about Framurz 
who had the dream that after leaving the world he was to live in 
paradise. 

Matak Hulare is recognized as one of his outstanding 
•contributions to Punjabi poetry. 

Its poems are an everlasting tribute to natural magnificence 
which shines out in every part of Kashmere. 



Garlands of Lightening 



This volume coniains poems which enshrine slightly different 
thoughts. The main [current remains the ethereal love for hi& 
"beloved". 

The first three compositions contain certain observations- 
which can best be appreciated by noticing the following : 

33 ^3 gat defter 

fof^ 7? Heft UoT 

f^y wis #3i 

era H£S f #€T tTT?HT, 

feu sfaras tp* ?jt tTTg^T 

SUf fgp>fT 75 T H3t >H^ T I 
THE TIME 

I continued my protestations 

Time did not pay heed 

I made efforts to catch it and drag it 

Time defied being caught 

I could not detain it 

All my efforts went waste 
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In its swift flight 

It crossed all barriers ! 

O Yea wake up and take care of Time 

You may turn it to your advantage it is flying away 

It does not know how to stop 

And that which goes away never returns. 

Here the poet is an eloquent preacher. He preaches that time 
is in perpetual motion. There is no binderance which can stop 
the hands of the clock from moving. There are no barriers which 
time cannot cross. The Sermon is that while there is time still at 
•your disposal, you must not while it away. You must use it to 
fulfill your tasks. 

How was he spending the time ? His was indeed an untiring 
pen. He wrote as if a stream of unending thought was flowing 
out of him. 

He loved nature and all natural exibitions, which many others 
would ignore attracted him. Nature was a close companion, a 
dear friend always kind and available. He loved plants and 
adored the flowers. In his compositions he has painted many a 
picture of the scenic beauty enjoyed by him. To a man full of 
admiration for all things pure and sweet a dew drop in a peculiar 
shining situation could provide greater joy than many other events. 
He was caught in a moment of admiration when he worte : 

— u 

3lf5fT feu a §J5 

are! is wsm el 
wat ate fearo i 
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S'cP HH ^Hl US B t 

e# trafe farads i 

sra w : fir 
watft ijteH 5 ant 

THE DEW DROP 

Glistening like a pearl 
This dew drop 

Reclining in the lap of a rose 

Is smiling playfully 

Inhabitant of an invisible land 

Dispensing infinite love 

Has manifested inside a loving lap ! 

A ray will come from heavens 

It will suck it up, 

A puff of wind 

May throw it upon earth ! 

Every day love begets it 

To be visible out of the invisible. 

There is a lover in high heavens 

Who everytime makes it invisible. 

Life itself is, perhaps, like a drop of dew. It sparkles in its- 
worldly accomplishments. The source from which "life" comes 
remains invisible. The moment of parting arrives. Life looses 
existanee. The soul merges into the invisible. 

Bhai Vir Singh was intimately concerned with discovering the 
truth in respect of all situations that he came across. Life is a 
great teacher. A discerning mind employs itself in seeking out the 
elements inside all mysteries, A stage is reached when even a small 
incidental observation touches ths depths. The composition repro- 
duced above indicates that he was not the one to ignore even a. 
dew drop glistening inside a rose. 
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It seems the poet had some special love for dew drops. In 
this very volume is an other poem 

ofHS gist f#S B75 Haft 

oTHK 143 § fw U f H i U f H3t §8" 
f H f rflf 3l3 § II3 T c?<3tJ T ^5, " 
HUH fUHH l[3^ US f §3UQ *?PS 
R$ 3*3 H^t ^ tT T S I 

A DEW PEARL IN THE LAP OF KAMAL 

Lying on Kamal leaf I am a dew-pearl 

I am moving to and fro as a leaf dances on water 

With a sun-ray passing as thread through me ! 

I have descended down 

You may appreciate me as a pearl 

A golden wire passing through me ! 

There is no doubt that dew drops look like pearls. Bhai 
Vir Singh, it seems, w*s exceptionally fond of them. 

Some times the poet's mind is caught in an enduring aptitude. 
The poems written during that period are bound to reflect some 
similarity in their esepression. Be that as it may let us turn to 
another entreaty to his beloved. He wrote : — 

f R t ?T tT T I 

t cF" fH t § FT § W<3 €s T , 
»T# UH?T 3R?F W 

m *h t , m w 9 us w €& T i 

3135 S" T , 3T5 5 T , 315 W €S T i 
HU HR 3 T #3" fe« T €H T I 

553 5 T Sft st 5 T rT f^? T tI5 T I 
15* R^lw 3Tof r ' 
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O, my beloved do not forego me in annoyance 
You should come along smiling a!! the while 
You should come back, come back my beloved 
You should embrace me, clasp me in embrace 
Present your face and do not turn your back on me 
Even if you turn your back do not hide it 
Kindly uphold the dignity of the one you wedded 
Please do ignore my fautly ways. 

Love inside you is a constant mental process. Sometimes it 
imparts bliss but sometimes you begin to pine for impossible 
amorous occasions. Your imagination goes on playing its pranks. 
Sweet-songs are born out of tearing pain. 

The poet is supplicating that the beloved may never leave him. 
There is a manipulation inside him which depicts that he is being 
forsaken. The incident assumes a physical aspect. For that reason 
the beloved is beseeched that in all circumstances all faults be 
excused. The Gracions one is requested to fulfil the obligations 
which a real wedding had imposed. 

All anecdotes pertaining to love-affairs of whatsoever nature 
rekindled in him an intensifying affection. In this volume he 
recorded his pining for the invisible : — 

H T st" Set 

griffon' f$?HS vrara * 

Soft lf§ I 

W% Ufa WER 
Hfl§ tJ T Hof TPS 1 — 

H act cJHtf feires 

U »f|y ! feu 33U f U SUt* 

irt IH f tt s T el ? \ 
oft feu fasar sdt 4 ©u, 
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3Fft FfttW ? 
§ 5 IR'sft— , 

fare u§ get w^ofl 

§ oTHBft U tFHt I 

THE LONGING FOR THE SUPREME BEING 

The pining by the Gopikas for Krishna 

Which, people so much narrate 

Sassi's intense suffering because of Punnu 

Her perishing in the burning desert 

The bewildering persuit of Ranjha by Heer 

The oblitration of Majnu's physique 

These are not mere spectacles of love 

There is mystery hidden in them ! 

O, the Invisible, is it not that intense longing 

Which you have inscribed within every breast 

This aspiration to merge in you 

Trjis heart burning desire is inculcated by you 

Whenever there is an extracting pull of affection 

It turns into frenzy ! 

The historical background of this composition cannot be 
ignored. Lord Krishna is worshiped by multitudes of devotees. 
Vrindavan also called by some people as "Bindraban" is closely 
associated with his life-story. There were over three hundred 
beautiful damsels who kept company with him. The river Jamuna 
had deep green forests on both sides in which big cow herds 
grazed under Lord Krishna's supervision. His exceptional greatness 
is incarnated in the message contained in the holy book "Gita" 

Sassi, a great beauty was the beloved of a devoted lover Punnu. 
Heer of whom the great poet- t4 Waras Shah" presents many a pen- 
picture in his book of poetry called "Heer** was an enchanting 
beauty loved by Ranjha. Majnu was the steadfast lover of Laila. 
Bhai Vir Singh enumerates all the love-lore and incisively makes the 
observation that there is the heavenly element of steadfastnnes in 
it. The earnest truthfulness in those worldly attachments was born 
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out of the transcendental kecncss to merge into the sublime. He 
procedes to record that inside every being there arises a passion 
for attaining the supreme which in some moments becomes 
delirious. 

Bhai Vir Singh, in silent meditation and through his written 
word prayed for attaining the unattainable. That was an inborn 
urge. His spirtual longing is breathing through most of his poems. 
There have been others who at times exeperienced unique vibra- 
tions. A close study of some exceptional narration and-that too in 
poetry would give an idea of the spirtial tremors that commenly 
inspire great men. There have been great poets in all languages. 
Some of their writings remain outstanding. 

P. B. Shelley will live evermore in the memory of man as one 
of the greatest english poets. In love with the "Spirit of Delight" 
he wrote a great poem which in some of its stanzas provides 
resemblance with the compositions by Bhai Vir Singh. The poem 
is : 

INVOCATION 

Rarely, rarely, comest thou, 
Spirit of Delight ! 
Wherefore hast thou left me now 
Many a day and night ? 
Many a weary night and day 
Tis since thou art fled away. 

How shall ever one like me 
Win thee back again ? 
With the joyous and the free 
Thou wilt scoff at pain. 
Spirit false ! thou hast forgot 
All those but who need thee not. 

As a lizard with the shade of a trembling leaf. 

Thou with sorrow art dismayM ; 

Even the sighs of grief 

Reproach thee, that thou art not near, 

And reproach thou wilt not hear, 



51 



Let me set my mournful ditty 

To a merry measure ; 
Thou wilt never come for pity, 

Thou will come for pleasure ; 
Pity then will cut away 
Those cruel wings, and thou wilt stay. 

I love all that thou lovest , 

Spirit of Delight ! 
The fresh Earth in new leaves drest 

And the starry night ; 
Autumn evening and the morn 
When the golden mists are born. 

I love snow and ail the forms 

Of the radiant frost ; 
I love waves, and winds, and storms, 
Everything almost 
Which is nature's and may be 
Untaiuted by man's misery. 

I love tranquil solitude , 

And such society 
As is quiet, wise and good ; 
Between thee and me 
What difference ? but thou does possess 
The things I seek, not love them less. 

I love love-though he has wings, 

And like light can flee , 

But above all other things , 

Spirit I love thee 

Thou art love and life ! o come ! 

Make once more my heart thy home ! 



In P. B. Shelley you find keen love for Nature. Bhai Vir Singh 
was impressed by the twinkling dew drop lying in the petals of a 
rose. He, in another poem, called the dew-drop a "dew pearl"- 
Shelley in his "Invocation' is in love with the "Spirit of Delight". 
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That spirit is the life breath of all forms which "nature'* assumes 
Cospicuously Shelley says : 

"1 love snow and all the forms of the radiant frost 
I love waves, and winds and storms" 

He also had in seclusion been friendly with many natural 
manipulations. His inspired declaration at the end of the poem 
is : — 

I love love-though he has wings 

And like light, can flee, 

But above all other things, 

Spirit I love thee — 

Thou art love and life ! O come ! 

Make once more my heart thy home ! 

Shelley was not inviting any fascinating woman to come to 
live with him. Ia earnest endeavour he was soliciting that "Spirit" 
to make his heart its home which spirit to mankind means both 
love and life. 

What keeps Bhai Vir Singh apart from others is the unalter- 
able affection which he has for the invisible beloved. All vibrations 
throb and soar in the same direction. Let us examine another of 
his compositions in this volume. He inscribes : 

ira ifura & trot ssl 

u t u t gfu few HtT§ 
'sst' 'shT mre T , 
fe? hsI &3i met >>feu 

<5Sl »PSt I 

hh§ »nst, 
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H?rf ssl ufe>H T 
§or H f wsu vet ! 

RELIANCE ON THE INNER-SELF. 

Thirsting for her, weeping and searching 

Majnu wasted every breath of life 

But his beloved "Laila" did not yield 

She did not repair to him, 

At last Majnu subsided in to himself 

And was engrossed in meditating "Laila" Laila' 

His inner self incured absorption in to Laila 

And Laila entered his soul 

It so happend Laila was drawn to him 

In search for Majnu she reached him 

She started declaring "1 am Laila" "I am Laila" 

Majnu could not recognise 

By repeating "I am Laila" "I am Laila" 

Majnu had symbolized <4 Laiia" in himself 

Automatically the beloved had turned into lover 

On account of relying on the inner-self ! 

Self restraint alone can permit you to cultivate a new culture 
in your self. It is a long process. Only His grace can help you. If 
you can persit you can find a change coming in you. Bhai Vir 
Singh had, through devoted persistence acquired a perception which 
in its own scope was unmatchable. 

He recalled the love-affair pertaining to Laila and Majnu. He 
built it up in order to assure the readers that through absolute 
devotion they could become one with God. 

One of the gerat poets of his time who was his sincere admirer 
accepted many a precept issued by Bhai Vir Singh. A man of 
high talent Prof Puran Singh wrote in blank verse. While dealing 
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with the poems of Bhai Sahib, it will not be out of place to notice 
Prof. Puran Singh's compositions. In the poem from which the 
relevant passages are being quoted the poet is addressing perhaps 
a personification of himself. Any person is, however, at liberty 
to appropriate the accostation to himself. He wrote : — 

#U # #3 UU UT&V HU Hre T , 
UU tJ r sl i SU Hre r , UU^t UcT, 
§H T fHf #0, 

(=0 

5 T 55 S 7 ?? #?t| 
§3 U5 U T ?5 

. Hire* feH^ait, 

^ff §^t ^ 3^ i§ is h i 

Leaving the second part let us move to the opening lines in 
the third part. 

(3) 

H§ m f 

Our wjfew§ 

fes £ ferara 3 §y 3^ &U5re 



gif ^sw fy§ §g ore # 



It is in the fifth part that Prof. Puran Singh's pen introduces 
the incence of divinity : — 

M 

j-tutr §at hh! 
fe^R fat 

t!HH T |[fe»f T 3 UHH Bl tJ? T ?>l H T 
R^ T tft 9H3 33 Hafe»i T ' 

^ T fo?I H S*3T fit 

^r stw cr?1*p, 

feu efae hIw |5 f Crsfar 

In the whole edifice of Punjabi literature Puran Singh's 
contribution is conspicuously historical. In moments of exceptional 
emotion he wrote : 

REALIZE YOUR EMINENCE 

(I) O you the elegant be concious of your eminence * 
To a greater extent, still more, even more 
Persist for greater realization and more and more 
It is not possible to evaluate you ! 
You are beyond estimation 
O' you, who are more eminent than Yousuf ! 



(2) You have come on the scene Just now 
From real heights, down here 
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Red coloured and virgin 

Are your lips 

Virgin is your heart 

Fresh is your talent 

No crease on your heart 

No line accross vour brain 

Your body like a fresh budding flower ! 

(3) Stand errect like a tall tree 
On your own feet 

And fastened to your roots 

Watch the stars hinged on the fringes of your heart 
The moon, hidden and playing in your shade 
The entire beauty of the world in your heart 
It dives and dives and comes out resplendent 

(4) That which is inimical to you may be down hearted 
Only your foot-wear may feel despondent 

May your enemies be in despair. 

You the sprouting fountain of ever green youth 

The eternal spring is your life-breath ! 

You are the flower whose bloom is never put out 

In the garden of God planted by Providence ! 

Being watered by the Infinite 

The rain drops of bliss 

Like honey-drops being sprinkled 

O, you so handsome may understand your value ! 

You will agree there is vast variety of thought in Puran Singh. 
The span of imagination is all comprehending. His expression 
has the capacity to cany a particular volume of thought. He is 
acquainted with the multifarious attitudes in which Nature prevails. 
His association with Bhai Vir Singh had grafted the perception 
that this world is like a garden designed by Providence and the 
best specimen in humanity are those who are in love with the 
gracious Supreme. 

It is commonly known that Prof. Puran Singh re-entered the 
domain of Sikhism after coming close to Bhai Vir Singh. Their 
close association was beneficial in many ways. 



There are other poems also in this volume bat their 
consequence being similar they are not being reproduced. 



If a particular variety of flowers did not in time appear in 
his garden the poet would record his longing to have them. He 
was to welcome the smiling flowers when they were to begin their 
fine and pleasing display. 

He had the occassion to visit Qutab Minar in Delhi and 
recorded bis reactions to the contradictory assertions that it was 
originally devised by a Hindu monarch and the other one that the 
Muslim ruler in Delhi Qutab-ud-Din Aibak had got it errected. 

There is a dialogue between the godess of love and the godess 
of .duty. This poem which seeks to preach the poet's gospel is 
written out as a sermon. 

The godess of love is reminded that it has in it only the 
element to seek and enjoy beauty while it is the other godess 
which gives, the incentive to discharge various responsibilities. 
This volume is valuable in its own right. The poet was fond,- of 
visiting the hill stations. The places which provided conspicous 
moments of appreciating significant forms which Nature assumes 
are mentioned in his compositions. He visited Kasauli and the 
azure sky providing smiling rays of the sun to the green forests is 
passionately described in one of the poems. It seems he had seen 
many seasons there. He described the gifts provided by the 
incoming of spring and the ravages introduced by autumn. When 
the leaves become pale and start dropping not only the trees 
are shorn of them but the green visage all around is also canght 
under the dry leaves. 

Towards the end he describes the parrot weeping in a jungle. 
He meets those of his kind. There is an interchange of ideas. A 
discussion in detail follows. The total effect sought to be brought 
about is that freedom at all times is preferable to all kinds of 
comforts which captivity may offer. This poem is cited as the 
poets message to his countrymen that they should strive to gain 
freedom. 



Preert Veena 

(The Flute of Love) 

This is a single poem divided into seven parts. 

This composition has several aspects. The subtle narration 
in it does not seem to be entirely a product of inimagination. The 
poet in his childhood may have been listening to the fairy tales 
which children persuade the elderly relatives to recount before 
they go to sleep. In Kashmir, the land of charming people living 
in evergreen environment, Nature has created many attractive 
lakes. It has many beauty spots. Gulmarg is one of them. 
This poem speaking of a fairy was written at Gulmarg. 

The story in it mentions a despot who wanted to enthrall a 
sublime dancing ray personified in a faminine self. Providence 
had devised a matching handsome lover living on the otherside of 
the lake. Both had their own boats but they were under constant 
surveillance. They were watched by the guards put on duty by 
the despot. 

The unseen power wanted to unite the true lovers. The poem 
describes the manner in which the couple ultimately succeeded in 
geting together. 

There is a purposful mandate in the poem. It is that true 
love always succeeds. 

Some of the beautiful outpourings in the poem are noticed 
here :— 
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$3 5?feT 

sfeB f grata*,— 
sfcra* ^ areta*,— 
?fe i gc? gsr uefap, 



A complete perception can be made available by reproducing 
sthe eminent portions of the poem : — 

(=*) 

ggsr yg ^fe»f T 
Strei 3 i hFu sat 

iref rife sot 

53 | offer geptff netbf , 



UR3 0 

r t h* 0 greW, 
ft gi5h>f t i 

RUS T FffUH H55f# S T § 

fear w fgg 3g fccn§, 

§R HH" 5Ht S T f 3H T § 
RB* RR H5T 
rTs i 3Ut»fT I 

r t h* 0 areifaf 

sfu^ f r~ aielw i 

R§ sf^ T fg^or ?? ijrgt 
ira ftis £si sre wet 
H T cf ?re fes nag fH5 T sl 

fSof RU U feST tT T 3 5fB T Et 
VSt R^S 531 

sftre* ft aieW i 
tra! fsr?J T u ^73 sar^ 

TO H'dt ^ 5# R^f , 

HtM ftre net wf 3% 

RS «feS 339*' ifoT 
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r t h* 0 aiHto* 

V5t Rt£ sar 
2sfu3 f ft i 

cra§ yg Hssri §3% 

gcrst is giut feg 

B T fe 5 T gif T , fes srfa, "gs i'' 

^53 ? T fT 3 c??> I 

fes-Htrr sup 

R'H f 0 i 

(8) 

U3T otT fsre tst ?g yet 

oft| ?S RHS ^ unt. 
%£\ fHS fet f 3TH\ 

h rfw fHs fesr 

e T H f y aiul^r 
sfuu f r^ meM 
y T s} ft}?> sar 

FT I 

fesr fofFj^t fesr ue, 

t y^t>tfi ^1 dl^t R§, 
fe? R*5*t 3 T 3 ^U, 
33T 3§ 3R #31 RHH, 
HR3>>f f °tS3 Hof 
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its! r!£ S3T 
sftra 1, ft* orefrfi i 

The fairy tale unites the lover and the beloved in such a 
combine that their union causes an intriguing merger. When the 
search is made in the morning the couple remains untraced. One 
of the empty boats is discovered. At the end of the sixth stanza 
the comment is :— 

"feu g?ra T w&\ »ffe»f T 

tPS 312 <3TH IjoT : 
©fug* 8* 

ifT^t r1£ srar 

The seventh stanza attains the climax '■ — 

y?r is! >for 3tcr if^ 

U 1 ? TO feoT 

?re 3# uut»r" 
h t h* u giefar 

SfU3 f R" BTeM 
U^t Rt?> BUI 
BfU^ R^ aTEfa-T I 



The poem ends and affirms that the poet had participated 
the actions performed in some of the scenes enacted in a drama 
a fairy land. 

The quotations produced above exibit the picture as under : 

1 

The afternoon has come 
The waves have gone to sleep 
Clinging to the breast of water 
The waves have gone to sleep ! 
They kept dancing during the whole day 
Having danced they are now exhausted 
Soft limbed beautiful friends 
With eyes full of a spell of sleep. 
Reclining on the chest the waves have gone to sleep 
%The afternoon has come ! 

2 

With his pleasing appearance he took the oar in his hand 

Light- footedly he entered the boat 

It seemed the moon had arisen out of earth 

From his looks ray's of light were raining 

Then he looked up at the skies 

He heaved deep sighs 

The afternoon sorted out itself 

The waves went to sleep 

Clinging to the lake's surface 

The waves went to sleep. 

The sighs soared into the skies 

The clouds were dispersed by them 

They brought down the rays from the stars 

The sheet of light covered the waters 

Atonce the boat was set free 

It set on its course 

The afternoon deepened 

The waves went to sleep 

Reclining on the surface of the water 

The waves went to sleep. 



The fair-one discarded apprehension 

Gave a careful stroke with the oar 

So that no other ear may hear doubtfully 

That a boat was in movement 

Many thoughts, apprehensions and doubts 

Were occupying his mind 

The afternoon shades continued 

The waves went to sleep 

Clinging to the chest of the lake-water 

The waves went to sleep. 

3 

The sleeping ears did not hear any move 

But the eyes which kept awake perceived 

Through a wave length, the heart-beats ^ 

Which had turned two lives into one. 

Without hinderance the anxious ears became attentive 

The afternoon kept its atmosphere 

The waves kept sleeping 

Clamped to the surface of waters 

The waves kept on sleeping. 

Softly she got up and came out 

Standing on the edge listened in alertness 

The lovers voice was inaudible 

The waters were, slightly shivering 

Listening to that the cords of love in the heart 

Incured a quiver unique in vibration ! 

The afternoon had come to stay 

The waves had gone to sleep 

Clinging to the surface of the waters 

The waves had gone to sleep ! 

The trembling feet noiselessly moved 
The fairy occupied her seat in her boat 

She did not use the oar but the heart commanded : 4 'move on" 
The ears were caught up with the voice far off 



The affectionate heart- beats became aware 
The heart was lifted in that direction 
The afternoon shades prevailed 
The waves went to sleep 
Reclining on the crest of the waters 
The waves went to sleep ! 

4 • • 

It is difficult to estimate how the boat began to move 

How was it that it turned in the lover's direction 

The boat met the other boat and joined it 

Two living beings met in unison 

They amalgamated into each other 

The afternoon continued protectively 

The waves went to sleep 

Spreading out on the crest of water 

The waves went to sleep ! 

In one of the boats they became one 

Went into a state of inebriation 

Joined in their common concentrated urge 

Caught in divine colour saturated with sublimity 

The exhilarating waves lifted them in their lap 

Took them into heavenly regions 

The afternoon'came to stay 

The waves went to sleep 

Reclining on the water's crest 

The waves continued in their sleep. 

True love had succeeded. A unique unification had been 
attained. Providence had helped the lovers in effecting an escape 
which baffled those who had been keeping them apart. 

The poem imparts the inspiration that if your devotion is 
absolutely sincere then inspite of all hurdles you are bound to get a 
matching response from the one whom you love. 
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While closing the Sixth stanza the poet narrated : — 

This boat returned empty 

The other, the fairies transported to Cacassious 

Both the lovers were placed beyond the tyrant's reach 

True love enjoys everlasting protection 

Every body realized the hard truth : 

"The invisible fairies had decamped with the lovers 

The evening glades continued their hold 

The waves went to sleep 

On the surface of the waters 

The waves went to sleep. 

The seventh stanza, finally drawing the curtain states , 

No body has till today discovered them 
Sometimes some one even then declares— 
"On a moonlit night when the water is calm 
In its very original form the boat is visible 
A concurrence of fairies 
Performing dances !" 
The afternoon has set in 
The waves have gone to sleep 
Clasped on the crest of waters 
The waves have gone to sleep. 

This single composition is separately enshrined in this volume. 

In beautiful surroundings the poet could entertain in his 
imagination the participation by legendary fairies in human affairs. 

Bhai Vir Singh's aim was to inculcate that truth always wins. 
A true devotion, facing heavy odds was' bound to gain unification. 



The Vibrating Elbow ! 



Bhai Vir Singh was kind enough in devising an introduction to 
this volume. 

t 

He has examined an intricate aspect of Sikh religion. The ten 
gurus insisted that there should be an eternal vibration of song in 
praise of the Divine Master. The "Gurbani" in Guru Granth 
Sahib is put to musical modulations of the voice. The singing is 
accompanied by instrumental music. The Gurbani is the praise of 
God in verse. 

The poet enunciated that at the highest pedestal is provi- 
dence.' To a devoted Sikh next to God comes his Sat Guru. It is 
the guru who introduces the mind of the "Sikh" to God. It is but 
natural that the Sikh will sing in praise of his guru as well. This 
volume contains the compositions which are vibrating with 
homage to the Creator. 

The first composition in it. symbolically indicates as to why 
the book is named as the Vibrating Elbow. The divine beloved is 
elusive. The effort to clasp him keeps the elbow in affectionate 
vibration. 

The first poem occurs in "Matak Hulare" and while dealing 
with the contents of that volume it stands translated under the 
heading "The quivering elbow' 5 . 

The poet had been, from time to time recording his songs 
devoted to the Sikh gurus. Good deal of effort must have been 
employed in selecting the rhymes which were to be in conformity 
with precise Ragas, i.e., measures. 
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The opening song is. 

?tT>h ^3, | srg? 5 ofTH i 

MANDATE FROM HEAVENS 

You move in all directions 

And tell the people to remember me 

You may move from place to place 

Let the people drink the cups of nectar 

Those who have broken off make them join back 

Those who have parted company may return 

Impart fresh blissful life 

You should accomplish this mission ! 

The mandate to Guru Nanak Dev Ji surely was that he should 
devote his whole life in reinculcating the presence of the Lord of 
the universe with all men and women. Perhaps the poet designedly 
reminded the followers of Guru Nanak Dev Ji that they were under 
an obligation to recite Gurbani and to take to meditation. 

The song was in "Rag Puna". Bhai Sahib was aware of the 
intricate demarcations classifying the different musical measures. 

In this volume all compositions are arranged under distinct 
musical measures. The singers were to follow the instructions 
inherent in the arrangement. 

As explained above on the highest pedestal was the Creator 
inspiring his own worship. Next to him were the great Gurus who 
by actual performance preached as to how life was to be lived. 
Bhai Sahib was in love with both. In one of his songs inspired by 
Guru Gobind Singh Ji, he wrote : 



clS3it € r H T f5 



Hufe»f f # wa u T tT T H? i 

h 4 tro* si h*§ us nfearg 5 <ro, 
h§ 33 s t we est war c5 T i 

HcF 3?> HJ5 TO Hf33I3 tf T H T 55, 

THE PROPERTY OF KALGIWALA 

0 you the valiant handsome pay me a visit today 

The fortitude exercised everyday stands defeated 

O my mother I will go away now with my "Satguru" 

Do not restrain me O' mother, do not incite more fire 

My body, my mind, everything belongs to Satguru 

The property of that valiant one the property of "Kalgiwala**. 

Guru Gobind Singh, the tenth Guru of the Khalsa used to 
wear a plume in his turban. He used to ride a sky coloured steed. 
He is known as "Kalgiwala" which means the one wearing a plume 
in his turban. % 

The poet supplicates that the valiant handsome Kalgiwala may 
pay him a visit. He records that he has been longing for a glimpse 
of the beloved. He prays that the beloved may come and take 
over everything because all belongings were his. 

In this volume there are many poems dedicated to the Tenth 
Guru. At short intervals the poet continued to enjoy the refreshing 
love which the tenth lord bestowed upon him.- Every poem, 

although having similar thoughts, was full of sincere repercussinos. 

» 

Let us enjoy another specimen : 

fe*5 H3I few Hftl?5H T U 
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ftfa fe£ Hfu few 

ste T fee? f??^^ ^r E . 

a 

THE HEART IS ATTUNED TO THE EMPEROR 

That monarch wearing the plume 

He who guides through the domain of religion 

He who has with one glance captivated me 

Has acquired me as his own 

By conferring the wealth of meditation 

Has excited intense longing in me 

With single emission of his breath has kindled life in me ! 

This poem does not have its source in mere devotion. There 
is a deep personal touch. The vibrations of this kind take birth 
only out of undying love. 

These poems create the impression that Bhai Vir Singh was 
striving emulously to gain the same stature in actual affection 
which some of those personages'had who were fortunate in living 
through the life and times of Guru Gobind Singh Ji. 

The Tenth Guru had an inherent quality which magnetized all 
those who ever saw him. Even after departing from earth he is the 
focal point of attraction for countless individuals. 

At all times whenever the poet remembered him, the tenth 
Master inspired fresh compositions. In one of them the poet 
expressed — 

32 tWSt fHUU f HH35T 33 33 53 

HHjTUS §S f tft 33, ftratT 35Tfe»f t jj Tg S § \ 
353 MM gfe fUcPB bJ, ggt ggt 3 H T 3 1 
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ora>kge T H: *hto feu H T Ht,^^egc5gy 

THE LORD WEARING THE PLUME MAY EXCUSE 

MY SINS ! 

With a charming face, enchanting colour, 

He has a plume on him 

The resplendent eyes full of kindness, 

the forehead shedding light 
Look at the smile on his lips, the glimpse will impart bliss 
A strange elegance in personality, 
The embellishment proud of itself 
He who will have faith in this beloved 
Will be relieved of sins in all past lives ! 
A gracious appearance, a Godly presence 
He who would imbibeiwould cross the tide of fears ! 
Pray to him : "Grant me protection, 
Keep me at' your divine feet ever more". 

How could any one describe the personal charm in any on© 
without closely observing the person many times ? How could one 
see the other when the centuries stood between the two parting 
them ? Can a poet's imagination arise to such cool calculating 
heights so as to photographically capture the physical charm of the 
beloved? 

Everyone has to find his own answer to these questions. It 
may, however, be safely concluded that intense love is capable of 
exalting the mind and conferring on it the distinction of estimating 
bright images out of the past. 

It was the eye inspired by unerring devotion which in deep 
meditation many times saw the beloved. The love for the divine 
master is every moment unique. In Bhai Vir Singh, longing for a 
glimpse of Guru Gobind Singh was tremendous. 
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Guru Nanak Dev Ji was also a great centre of attraction. 
Some of the opening lines of a poem in respect of according a 
welcome to him are as under :— 

fSoT UJ^t gTg} 5 § S Tfj »f T 57 

U f RfoH fU»f T 5fe 3Sft 5 T 2t : 

^ T ^c? USt of T 5of, fH3 3 T 5 aret 5ret I 

A sky-coloured sheet of clouds looked sad 
The fearfully dripping deepened and it began to rain hard 
Then you brightened up in seven colours, in a rainbow ! 
The darkness was caught in glow, dispelling all gloom ! 

Guru Nanak Dev Ji came in an age when the very protectors 
of public peace had become its enemies. There was darkness 
pervading all around. India was in bondage. The people had 
been demoralised because of several invasions which the country 
had suffered. His advent started an everlasting phenomenon. The 
dynastic intrusion by Babur was terminated by the British. 
Sikhism of which Guru Nanak Dev is the founder continues to 
prosper. It is a distinct religion and hasfits followers everywhere 
in the world. It reached the height of perfection when in April 
1699 Guru Gobind Singh Ji baptised the Sikhs at Anandpur Sahib 
and the next day supplicated that he also be baptised- The Sikhs 
became "Singhs". Bhai Daya Ram, who was the first to be 
baptised became Daya Singh. There are injunctions issued at the 
time of baptisim which everyone jWho is baptised, has to observe. 

Bhai Vir Singh wrote extensively about all the Sikh Gurus in 
prose. A unique contribution, however, is his exposition of Guru 
Nanak Devji's mission in his prose-work known as "Guru Nanak 
Chamatkar". "Chamatkar" means miracle. The big book narrates 
the life-story of Guru Nanak Dev Ji and is full of appropriate 
freerences to Gurbani. Gurbani is the "word of God" disbursed 
through the Guru. 
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Writing similarly about the tenth Guru Bhai Vir Singh produc- 
ed an equally conspicuous compilation which was published under 
the name "Kalghi Dhar Chamatkar" 

Bhai Sahib knew many languages and in his life time produc- 
ed an authentic exposition of a major opening portion of Guru 
Granth Sahib. The work was completed ultimately by his learned 
brother Dr. Balbir Singh. 

The volume, which is being dealt with here contains some 
compositions regarding Guru Nanak Dev Ji. In one of them, the 
poet entreated : 

35 »f T rf T H»f T fe>tf T ! 

fe3 33H t 

fHS HfeaiH cTOof fi[rjpfe»{T | 
DEAR SATGURU NANAK GOME TO ME 

I have been intently looking for you 

I am reverentially dedicated to you 

Now come to me O you the God's chosen one 

Kindly come to me dear Sat Guru Nanak 

All the while pining for you I have & been nursing desires 

Everyday listing for seeing you 

My existence is sustained by the desire to behold 
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Please come to me dear Guru Nanak 
The intense longing everyday is causing strain 
This separation is tormenting me 
The mind is grilled by lamentation 
Kindly come to me dear Sri Gur v Nanak ! 



When your spirit is caught in deep affection your longing goes 
on changing its shades. Sometimes you are confident that you will 
find solace. Sometimes you are despondent. Sometimes there is 
a warm impact. Sometimes your yearning begins to seek solace. 
Howsoever reverentially dedicated you are, life certainly demands 
that all the desires which arise may attain some satisfaction. 

Many of their devotees throughout the centuries have had 
affectionate veneration for Guru Nanak Devji and Guru Gobind 
Singh Ji. All of them were neither poets nor writers. Bhai Vir 
Singh had a highly expressive pen in his hand. He had a distin- 
guished command over the language. The muse was kind to 
him. 



Rai Bular was the name of the local chieftain of Talwandi, 
the small township, where Guru Nanak Devji was born. The 
place, presently in Pakistan, came to be called Nankana Sahib. 

The Muslim chieftain Rai Bular watched Guru Nanak Devji's 
childhood. He became a great , admirer. For long years Guru 
Nanak had to remain away from Talwandi. Like many others 
Rai Bular also had the?great„desire that the bright faced enigmatic 
personality mayj return to cheer up the inhabitants in the princi- 
pality. The poet's imagination began to sort out the thoughts 
which may have occupied the mind of Rai Bular. In a fresh strain 
the poet recorded the yearning in Rai Bular. Several poems 
pertain to it. The opening lines in one of them are reproduced 
hereunder : 
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3*fe g& T e w ferau T 
shut ul gaw g1§ i^3H fg^R jj*§ i 

sre! 3* wa sbr fetf T # i 
»w ore! 3 f H i gt : h^b we' i 

trans bus 5ths § feau feee 9 T § i 

ftra^ T §gS5 T 3fcfe T oRJ oTSrI5 T U, 
HTUf H£S H&F "3§ *F§" i 



THE YEARNING IN RAI BULAR 

Twelve years ago the beloved went abroad 
No pleasing message ; my hair have gone grey 
Life's sun is setting, love has not been reciprocated 
Years have been spent weeping, the beloved has not come 
home 

O' come back dear, for once let us behold you 
I should "be able to declare, "The dear one has come to his 
place' 

These thirsting eyes seeking the tears of joyful return 

May have the divine touch of your feet; my eyes are searching 

The mind keeps leaping, the inner self is vibrating, 

There is intense desire to hear, "your Sovereign has come!" 

In order to carry out his mission Guru Nanak Devji per- 
formed long 'journies'. He went to different regions in this 
country. At : one time he spent many days preaching to the 
people in Assam. He also travelled down South and visited an 
island called Sangladeep. He was able go to Mecca, We have a 
shrine in Baghdad which is associated with him. 

The word of God- i.e., Gurbani was produced through his 
pen in several intricate rhymed measures, He was the harbinger 
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of all that which is contained in Guru Granth Sahib, which is the * 
eleventh and final Guru of the Sikhs. 

His absence from his abode was each time spread over long 
years* Those who admired him and those who loved him really 
longed to see him, Rai Bular must have been one of them. His 
feelings in terms of the poet's perception are recorded in the poem 
quoted above. 

Time keeps on moving relentlessly. It is stated in the open- 
ing lines that twelve years of separation were the foundation of 
the yearning in Rai Bular. His youth was left behind. He was 
going grey. His desire to have further close association with the 
Guru was natural. It ought to be appreciated that Bhai Vir 
Singh's personal affection was producing its echo in the poem. 

i 

Most of these poems, as stated earlier are either concerned 
with Guru Nanak Devji or with Guru Gobind Singbji. 

At Patna, where Guru Gobind Singhji was born, lived a royal 
couple Raja Fateh Chand and his queen. They did not have a 
child. They were in constant prayers that God may bless them 
with a son. The divine child in the profile of Guru Gobind Singh 
could easily decipher that the couple was caught in an agonising 
desire that they should have a son. He wanted to relieve them of 
their mental pain. He gave a sudden surprise to them by settling 
into the lap of the queen and smilingly telling her that there was 
her son in her lap. The couple was inebriated with joy. An 
enduring affection began to prosper. Then came the hour when 
the parting had to take place. The entire family had to leave 
Patna for going to Anandpur Sahib. The poet has produced in 
this volume a composition reflecting the repercussions in Raia 
Fateh Chand and his queen. 

The poem is : — 
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ehhf? fft 5 #s ggu § 

bus* 3* ?>* #uft 5 \$b ire! I 
i§ gs T § ftS Hy forcf^ Honi£ u, 
feu s T § u t h ijteH feuH o us forget i 

§U T 83F t »feu H53 HS T § fes § I 
tf§ 5 S3 $ tl f # U fsjf 1 3TH T sl ? 
STS fife § ftTB, US t? T #U jsaf u 
fife oT5 S U, feuftfe 53 H T H? I 
35 'fife ?T tftt, fife fos ?> T uftfet 

Wire* 9 SUUt 5 H3 We! 
U§ 3 WUJflar, "US U§ >tf T U H U*" 
WUS § U T £ l#3H, ?J T f%B t?H T sl I 

AT THE TIME OF DEPARTURE OF "DASMESHJI" THE 
BEWAILMENT OF FATEH CHAND AND HIS QUEEN 

Do not release your garment from our grasp, 

O, you the protector of our existence ; 
Do not disengage us from thy feet, 

We are caught in deep love 
Having turned us into keen admirers 

Do not conceal your Countenance 
After entwining us in love, O beloved 

Wherefore are you going to hide ? 
Having made your abode inside us 

Having turned our hearts into a temple 
Leaving us down hearted and forsaken 

Why are you, O, our protector deserting us ? 
Having become the soul of our existence 

Assuring that you will not abjure us 
You are going to extract life out of us 

Leaving us completety lifeless 
The body cannot live without life 
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And life will lose sustenance without you 
The parting with you 

Is like dying twice over ! 
We who came to be yours 

Are dedicated to you 
He who is "yours" O beloved 

Should not be consigned to Separation ! 

"Dasmesh Ji", another name for Guru Gobind Singhji, possessed 
a personality full of magnetic charm. The magical spell of his 

presence is ever living. Its efficiency defies time and space. There 
are many who have in recent times experienced his presence with 
them. In moments of quiet contemplation he has nourished in 
many the fortitude to perform Supreme sacrifice. 

Raja Fateh Chand and his queen were replenished with achieve- 
ment when the divine child sitting in her lap told the queen that 
the child for getting whom she had been praying had come to her. 
An everlasting love came to stay. It has become historical. 

At the time when the entire family was to leave Patna for 
Anand Pur Sahib an unavoidable occassion causing separation 
with those who were to remain behind arose. 

The torment which Raja Fateh Chand and his queen had to 
undergo is brilliantly described in this poem. Bhai Vir Singh was 
able to do that for a particular reason. The reason was that he 
himself was in great love with the tenth Master. 

Some of the opening lines in another poem may be noticed. 
The warbling in the rest of that composition is similar. The quoted 
portion is : 

W fHH ! 

w fas orsaflw ijteH 
3* fas tret feHT^t a* i 

#55 feH foTH § t?FP, 
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H grssp f?TR U*U 

f#e fgter uu T <tf u f i v 
^*ai geisfop feu* oTorel 
to «ar Pr 

WU 1st gt ggT HU 

PLEASE COME TO ME ! 

O, visit me, the beloved Lord wearing the Plume 

I am in great want without you ! 
Whom can I appraise about the longing in my heart 

1 am a foreigner amongst those to whom I belong 
I am keeping an anxious watch, Satguru, 

You gave a glimpse and went away 
"You will come Just now, Just now" I am eager 

I am constantly expecting your return 

Like mad people I am clamouring 

Searching through forests and mazes 
Sitting at home I keep on looking at the door 

I am dispersing the crows in different directions ! 

There is a limit to every thing. In case of Bhai Vir Singh there 
was no limit to his love for Guru Nanak Devji and Guru Gobind 
Singhji. Guru Gobind Singhji combined in himself temporal as 
well as spiritual authority. He would wear a precious plume in 
his turban. He would wear several necklaces. His attire was at 
al! times regal. 

In this poem, the poet has inserted many aspects of the 
incessant thirst for the beloved. The innocent intensity depicted 
in the poem equates imaginary feelings with actual performance 

in life. 

There is a composition which follows an introduction by the 
poet. It is stated that on his way to Mecca, Guru Nanak Dev Ji 
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stayed at Karachi. A session of the Sikh educational conference 
was held there. During his visit to Karachi in that connection 
the poet went to the spot where a shrine stands commemorating 
the visit by Guru Nanak. It is disclosed that the visit to that 
shrine inspired the following song : 

tJH hu1§ ! ei rft h§ tT*fe»ft fag 
?u few §3 T ftsT I 

H'6f3 W UUHl 

#s ftra w ^ret ^re 
#y #y 3u i 
nfe rest os fw H'ST 

HS HS HH tP5? | 
It is rendered as under : 

HE SAT HERE 

Qusetion : 

Is it correct that my Gracious Lord sat here ? 
O, tell me maids, was this the place where while going to 
Mecca 

Guru Nanak, the embodiment of heavenly light took rest ? 
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Answer : 

Yes this is the place where 
Your Gracious Lord had taken rest 
But you have come after great delay 
Your Gracious Lord has gone away ! 

In thankfulness : 

I have come after great delay 

It is true I have come after great delay 

I am gratified that at last I have come here 

Have been able to besmear my face 

With dust sanctified by his feet 

Had I been able to reach in time 

I would have been delighted on seeing him 

I get pleasure now on learning of his visit 

Listening to the homage being paid to him 

I am filled with rapture ! 

Many people had gone to Karachi. The poet preserved for the 
readers the musical vibrations which he experienced. The place 
visited by Guru Nanak retained the divine touch only for those 
who could entertain undying affection for him. 

There is a poem which calls upon the individual to be 
conscious of the spirtual responsibility which life imposes. This en- 
chanting environment is not a perpetual companion. The attach- 
mentto this passing show would be in total disregard of the reality 
that all this is caught in a process of vanishing away. The poem is : 

tF3T, Sfa W 
H T Hl 5ft SH H3FH T Hrst Ut TO 9, 

H T st ;ft ore wa* ©re fetra^T § i 

WJ Ut I SH^ 2, feH f 3 5 orator I 

anss | fef ?>* to 4 gfu^T h^t ^ § 9 

feH f?B #HfeW HH3t sot 4 & I 



St3} d W3 Wd) 3^ J5?5f gj§ U3 

oh! 5 sra ares ! fH§ u§ us i 
§3 trgi sre fewsl uufewH #?l TO TO I 

§3 USUI t?s1# U*s1 ^1 HTT TO TO I 
0 a ¥ T 0 Hcf m T SS 3H T TOT 9 #S T 
Hf3W fa at§ feU ?1 utf HTO *£JS T I 
§5 tT T cU gfe tI T >>ffH3 ^H?5 TO T §, 

to ss fes h t fan* to to § ift fwi i 

u 



YOU WAKE-UP, GET-UP AND CONTEMPLATE 

The gardner grows the flowers and brings them up 

The gardner picks them up from the branch and separates 

He puts them in the flower vase, decorates them 

He it is who empties them out of that vase 

O you the forgetful why don't you contemplate 

You are not to exist evermore 

While remaining in this garden 

It is not correct to live in oblivion 

The night has gone away 

The stars have faded 

The dawn is spreading out 

Your eyes are still closed 

You get up and be in readiness 

The bells are tolling 

Your comfortable beds and carpets 

Are still in queer display 

You have to cover a long distance 

You should shun neglect 

The time is there to prepare for the journey 

If the time is spent out in sleep 

The travel will be difficult 

You wake up and sit in meditation 

The fountains of nectar may start pouring 
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Fill the goblet of your heart and drink lavishly 

Drink and be inebriated 

In a state of mysticism realize who you are 

Swinging in the cradle of self-realisation 

Be saturated with the love for your beloved ! 

The aim is to inculcate the conciousness that life is transitory 

and it relentlessly is moving towards its end. There is lot of 

attraction in the environment and the mind is likely to remain 

entangled. Every breath has the tolling of farewell bells in it. 

You must invoke the divine power to be all the while with you. 

A unique love may saturate your existence. 

Towards the end of this volume, the poet addresses the Tenth 
Master and inquires : — 

M3$ ere us M T §ar ? 

3 5TS US W§3 ? 

ore v§ ore *p§ w ? 
£tjs ut§, ui§ rngeT 

id? ifhh TStrarfss ss, 

wo 

"US »fT§, US >lf§3T ? 
feHS ^ T S T UU WHS* 
#fW f 33" H IFF $# I 
' HU S'3 T H\ 5&5T »fTUSt 

5T5 >H T S fetf^ 3T ? 

"UU3 §u'' f U irarel WUl 

wu nrel h1 ftfe »ratft 
ore feu >»re fe^§ar ? 

fHSi "HH VPUl HfeW 

FreW Hsrelw treW U3 



"Ho" cRf iPSFP" t 

StP # U H T 5c? tft 
?tT§ f H g^tfe SaTir 

ore W% oCe W§aT I 
BUT >HH T t 

HScT BUT £ 

' BH 3 T ofS W§ i ? 
3B ^31 ff U 3rfg»|t is 

ote ©?ct§ fpet 1 ST 

HoT WPST ^Tg] 
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Tel] tne my benefactor, O Lord wearing the plume 

When wil) you now come back ? 
The congregations are standing to attention 

When will you come, when will you come back ? 
You went to the South and took flight to the heavens 

You have not come down to earth again 
The Khalsa is looking without winking 

You will come now, you will come ! 
Your visible embellishment 

Which bestowed comforting delight, 



Which ignited love, your enchanting glimpse 

When will you display that again ? 
The affectionate divine touch of your feet 

Which used to cause reciprocal vibrations 
And used to inject queer freshness of life 

When will that confer its experience again ? 
Without listening to the sweet voice of the beloved 

Centuries are withering away 
"Kbalsa is my manifestation" 

When will you proclaim that again ? 
O, you the charming rider of the sky-coloured steed 

Master of the armies 
With the beatings of that drum of victory 

When will you repair back 
These eyes living in physical form 

Are anxious to behold your charming personality 
Kindly tell us when will you come again ? 

Shining like the Moon, amidst the stars 
Inspiring all praise for the Supreme Lord 

Those which may surpass pleasures in paradise 
When will you assemble divine congregations ? 
Our supplication is like that of children 

But you the father of these children 
Surely will grant their affectionate entreaties 

In order to fulfill your commitment 
O, our benefactor you will come, surely come 

Ours is the firm faith 
You will come, surely come to us ! 

This poem has incarnate jubliant faith in it. Faith has, per- 
haps, many facets. The faith in Bhai Vir Singh could never suffer 
any shake or shiver. It is the quality of that faith in him which 
outshines others. 

He had read extensively the Gurbani produced by the Tenth 
Master's venerable genius. Guru Gobind Singh was one of the 
most outstanding sources of unique literature. The entire 
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history of the human race does not provide any other example of a 
perfect combination of a prophet, a poet, an inspiring general and 
a rare magnetic source always disseminating his presence to those 
who love him. 

In recent history, during the British times, the Sikhs participa- 
ing in various movements displayed exceptional fortitude while 
suffering great torture. In their movement for the liberation of 
the Sikh shrines they non-violently faced severe blows at the 
hands of their tormentors. Their undying faith that Guru Gobind 
Singh was all the while present with them kept them in high 
spirits. 

Some of those who really love him, truthfully believe that he 
is present with them as ' a perpetual guide. There are those who 
expect that he may physically come back to lead his people in times 
of adversity. 

Bhai Vir Singh has portrayed an infusion of his Khalsa and 
Guru Gobind Singh. 

This volume contains the poet's intimate homage to Guru 
Nanak Dev Ji and Guru Gobind Singh Ji. In many a composi- 
tion he has tried to capture the feelings of others by exercising 
exceptional imagination. Written from time to time, a common 
link vibrates in the poems. The readers' mind continues to 
imbibe blissful reverence. This volume is a significant contri- 
bution. 



* * * # 



f 



Kant Maheli 



There was a time when poets used to describe their individual 
repercussions during the twelve months of the years. Almost in 
each case the anxious longing of a maiden for her lover spreading 
over the year was expressed in twelve parts. 

In this volume Bhai Vir Singh has recorded the pining in a 
damsel who is grieving for her lover. She is bereft of him. 

Beginning with the first month, according to the Indian 
calendar he has ascribed some feelings to each month. Some of 
them are noticed here. 

u — 

«fftw is wb uefop i 
feared 

f% SIS US* 5 33 

fes Hlw fes fee atftoi* 

5l§ 3US 993 
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Sf5 3 %B fFRFUt 

33 few U3 huIhT 

h a f#e 39* H list*!* I 

CHAITAR 

The beautiful "Chaitar** has arrived 

Sweet winds are blowing 

There is smiling spring in the gardens 

Happiness is sprinkling itself everywhere ! 

My lover has declared 

He is going away 

I have been caught in bewilderment 
My aspirations have suffered a setback, 
Oh in this every opening month 
My lover has decided to go away 
I have spent many entreaties 
But those have been of no avail 
My beloved has settled on his horse 
As a beguiling soldier 
He has left for far off fighting front 
I am in deep waters of agony. 

The poet himself, of course, is the woman in this case whose 
consort has left for the war front. 

The Indian year starts with the incoming of spring. The 
change in the season is such that it fills every one with delight and 
expectation. The breeze seems to be entering the soul. There is 
perfume in every breath. There is incitement to physical contact. 
Love becomes the rule with men, women, birds and beasts. It is 
least expected that your lover whom you need so ardently will 
think of going away from you. In the prevailing environment 
the parting becomes more poignant. 

When the flowers are smiling and their fragnance is being 
enjoyed by other couples you can not accept the circumstances 
which necessiate separation. 
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The feelings assigned to the second month are just in four 
lines. 

In this month called Baisakh there comes a festival. It is 
called "Baisakhi" and is celebrated with great pomp and show. 
The wail is : — 

#FfWJ 

3*fe»H* w T ate! fefrot 
m nig h^u § Hi 

Mai *5 T UH>H T I 

BAISAKH 

Baisakhi has arrived while in tears 
There is no expectation in me 
In every home sweet dishes and bread 
I have lighted no cooking fire ! 

In the third month her wishes were : — 

AS 

»fea w feii 
in s§ i 

JETH 

O, my consort ! the month of "Jeth" is on 

The soil is hot and in shade it is warm 

The biting separation is burning in me 

I am in loathsome condition on this deserted bed, 
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Send the scorching winds to me 

O, the month of "Jeth" I beseech you 

Even slightly hot discomforting air 

Should not trouble the body of my beloved ! 

There is, undoubtedly, deep disturbing pain in her mind. It is 
tormenting her body as well as mind. The wrinkles of grief are 
casting their net. The poet's grasp of the sensations in her is 
praiseworthy. 

The fourth month is **Harr'\ It is still more scorching. 
How is her mind conditioned in that month ? Let us examine. 

The feelings in the fourth month run on further in the same 
strain. 

ere 

u 

SS 

The lines quoted above mean :-— 

HARR 

The month of "Harr" has started 

Everywhere there is intense heat 

The sparrows and crows are dying of thirst 

My condition is still more worse 

There is distress because I am disunited 

Then there is constant worry regarding his welfare 

Living on draughts of patience 

I am contending with the suffocating depths of sorrow. 
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The composition further on depicts various attitudes in grief. 
This poem is an episode of lamentation. 

Let us enter "Assu" the month which produces cold nights. 
The climatic change does not change her condition. 

The narration is 

33 fecraF h ueton I 

HRfl»F ! H3 i 
Wf[ T »f T: H T t #3 T 

U3t 33 s uaTw i 

ASSU 

The month of "Assu" is taking its turn 
The nights pass along shivering 
The sunshine is biting during the day 
I am worried about you ! 
"The regions in which the beloved is 
May the sunshine be not so hot there" 

0 my beloved turn back your steed 

1 am entirely dedicated to you 
Please, come along my dearest 

Come and look at the one who loves you 
Wrenched by grief inflicted on me 
Not a drop of blood is left in the body. 

The picture presented above displays that her condition 
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continued to deteriorate. Caught in true love, having been 
disunited the beguiled lady was moving from one phase of distress 
to another. 

The poet, perhaps himself was entangled in sympathetic agony. 
He decided to give a pleasant turn to the events. That could be 
possible only if the narration could bring back her lover. The 
last month of the year while ending its days reintroduced unifica- 
tion. The return of the lover is described as under : — 

y 

fife 3H§ § WW 

tflf iflf W H~ ye1»F I 

f cT goT 55 5 #trS T ? 

SU 3 f 35 flf»f T 3 

feU 3* H*3t #>F 9 T 3 f 

5*3* H^ul USffei* I 

»f T U »f T U Sf FTUlf ! • 

»f T f3W T H T Ul ^ H3 T 

§3 W9 A H" H T Ut 
3* H" ut 3 TOM l 
Who is sitting by my pillow ? 
He has placed his hand on my forehead 
He is breathing new life into me 

0 God I am being enlivened ! 

Who is bending again and again looking at me ? 

These are those loving eyes 

These are glimpses of my lover 

My lover is playing hide and seek 

Yes oh yes my dear companions 

My lover has returned 

O, without you my dearest 

1 did not remain what I was ! 

It is a dictum that all is well that ends well. The poet 
brought back reunion. A fair attainment by fair and faithful love ! 



0, My Saviour 



This volume with poems addressed to the gracious Lord of 
the universe is the product of a process of meditation which had 
reached sublime perfection. In constant prayer the mind's eye can 
digest elevating visions. Where life seeks companionship with 
Providence its entire texture changes. Links with unknown 
regions begin to divulge information hitherto unavailable. The 
human race is enriched by the recorded experience of those who 
receive spiritual bliss. 

Bhai Vir Singh was blessed with an enriched spiritual exist- 
ence. His soul had explored the sources of heavenly joy. He was 
steadfast but was never a victim of ego. In his own right he 
remains an unassailed victor. 

The very first poem in this volume requires that it should be 
made available in its perfection. 

This is a superb poem and it says : — 

H§ ate, h§ b t s1»f ! 
3H f set are are ate, 
fot w$ us ? 

Hut fes ?W s T 3 T 3 mi u fawn, fert 4 ? 

fHSt fHSt WZ 9 Weft aTSSt 

<3S VT, HTS^t h§ ! oft #2* oT3 f 3 



fern § w h ?H f £ Rafecr hjs-h^s 



ires w§, iran »r§ Hufe§ ! 

cfH fef" >H T 3 M fetf efof* 3 r 3 f H3^t i 
5ra feH fe33oTOl c7tft»jt §§ 

f ?raiH fes ste, 

§SS FTO* We| US ^5 

My songs ! 

My songs, O my saviour ! 

The songs which I did sing for you, where are they gone ? 
So silently they have gone, but why ? 

Why has the melody arising out of my musical heart stopped ? 

The sweetning vibration, the lovely quiver 

Of the inner chords, why has that stopped ? 

Now, oh my saviour, what offering should I make to you ? 

Now whom may I send into your orchestral space 

Where he may present the innocent child like dance ? 

My songs 

The songs paying homage to my saviour 
Yes 

Come back, O, come back dear ones ! 

Set tight the musical chords of this modulated heart 
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Then start dancing on those regulated chords 
Start the heart captivating tunes 
And the strains that may penetrate the mind 
Pierce my soul with affectionate vibrations 
Reverberations may arise like those in the sea breeze 
My silenced throat may start singing like a "Bulbul" 
Yes the entreating modulations from my boyish throat 
May, 0\ my saviour reach your exalted presence ! 

This rhymed love for the divine we do not easily come accross 
elsewhere. There is something individual, something exceptional 
about it. In how many of his lovers does the Invisible inspire 
such deep affection ? All songs, the poet announces, full of praise 
for his saviour have merged into the unseen. Where have they 
gone ? He is in intense search. Then he urges those songs to 
dawn again upon him. He is anxious that the musical instru- 
ment in him should start producing similar vibrations, similar 
songs. He desires that a freshness be wafted unto him con- 
taining inspiring currents of thought. He expects the songs to 
refresh him like the breeze coming from the sea. 

The above quoted poem incited me to search out a specimen 
in the English language coming upto it. The search has been 
well rewarded. It is difficult to reason out as to how the two 
poets produced almost identical melody in thought word and 
deed. The identity in "deed" needs to be emphasised because the 
two poets wrote in two different languages and while living in 
countries far apart. 

You will surely appreciate the well established greatness in 
John Milton when you read his poem. 

AT A SOLEMEN MUSIC 

Blest pair of sirens, pledges of Heaven's Joy, 

Sphere-born harmonious sisters, voice and verse 1 

Wed your divine sounds, and mixet power employ 
Dead things with inbreathed sense able to pierce ; 
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And to our high-raised phantasy present 
That undisturbed song of pure concert 
Ay sung before the saphire-colour'd throne 

To Him who sits thereon, 

With saintly shout and solemn Jubilee ; 
Where the bright Seraphim in burning row 
Their loud uplifted angel-trumpets blow; 

And the cherubic host in thousand quires, 
Touch their immortal harps of golden wires, 
With those just spirits that wear victorious palms, 

Hymns devout and holy psalms 

Singing everlastingly : 

That we on earth, with undiscording voice 

May rightly answer that melodious noise ; 

As once we did, till disproportioned sin 

Jarr'd against nature's chime, and with harsh din 

Broke the fair music that all creatures made 

To their great Lord, whose love their motion sway'd 

In perfect diaphanous, whilst they stood 

In first obedience, and their state of good. 

O, may we soon again renew that song, 

And keep in tune with Heaven, till God ere long 

To His celestial consort us unite 

To live with Him, and sing in endless morn of light. 

Milton in his own way is unique. Which is that pair of sirens 
which is blessed to produce "pledges of Heavens Joy" ? According 
to the intuitive declaration by John Milton "voice and verse" are 
"sphere-born harmonious sisters". Their divine sounds breathe 
fresh life into dead things. Then the moment arrives when "our 
high-raised phantasy" presents the undisturbed song. That song 
is sung by the soul "before the saphire coloured throne" on which 
God sits. There is saintly shout and solumn Jubilee. The "loud 
uplifted angel-trumpets blow 9 * in praise of the Lord, Then the 
expression reaches a new height. His mind soaring in high divine 
regions, Milton says : — 
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"And the cherubic host in thousand quires 
Touch their immortal harps of golden wires" 

That performance is to procure : — 

"Hymns devout and holy psalms 
Singing everlastingly !" 

Bhai Vir Singh's poem which has attracted a quotation from 
'John Milton, depicts the yearning in Bhai Sahib to be "singing 
• everlastingly in praise of his Saviour." The song in Bhai Vir Singh 
proceeded out of his deep aifection for the "Infinite". 

Let us have another song from this volume : — 

h8 *reu, tre Tid »rere h 

fSTH f tJH S§ H§ ! 
gpf^tfM 33 §3 oT13 

— 3H* ?ft i? fead, 3HT til £ fHS3 § 33^— 
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mile! 

There is a strange element which calls for comment. Who 
was the originator of blank verse in Punjabi ? Was it Bhai Vir 
Singh or Prof. Puran Singh ? There. may not be the slashing current 
df thought but surely the usual rhyming by Bhai Vir Singh is con- 
spicuous by its absence. This composition is in blank verse. The 
texture is the same as in the case of the celebrated American poet 
Walt Whitman. In his enthology, which is world famous, Whit- 
man comes out with a poetical pattern which in its exuberant 
style remains unsurpassed. Puran Singh's poems although there 
is abundance, intensity and orginality of thought in them, at once 
remind us of Walt Whitman. There is an innocent psychological 
link between the two. In the composition with which we are deal- 
ing, Bhai Vir Singh seems to have steered dear of the shackles of 
rhymed poetry. 

Walt Whitman with his "Leaves of Grass" opened a new 
chapter in the poetical world by cutting new furrows. In one of his 
poems Whitman states : — 

[1] I celebrate myself 

And what I assume you shall assume, 

For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you 

I loafe and invite my soul, 

I lean and loafe at my ease 

......observing a spear of summer grass ! 

In another poem Walt Whitman's speed in capturing intimate 
thought in words is remarkable. Just see : — 

[18] This is the trill of a thousand clear cornets 

And scream of the octave flute and strike of triangles 
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I play not a march for victors only. ..I play great marches for 

conquered and slain persons. 
Have you heard that it was good to gain the day ? 

I also say it is good to fall.. .battles are lost in the same 
spirit in which they are won. 
I sound triumphal drums fo'r the dead -.I fling through 

my embouchures the loudest and gayest music to them, 
Vivas to those who have failed, and to those whose war-vessels 

sank in the sea, and those themselves who sank in the 

sea 

And to all generals who lost engagements, and all overcome 
heroes, 

And the numberless unknown heroes equal to the greatest 
heroes known. 

You will agree that even though classified as poetry blank, 
verse has predominantly the verse in it minus the song, Bhai Vir 
Singh's composition which is under discussion, even being without 
rhyme, contains a musical undercurrent in it. Rendered in English 
the poems is : — 

IN REVERENTIAL REGARD FOR YOUR 
ENCHANTING QUALITY 

In me, deep inside me 

Hidden behind some screen, O my beloved 

Yes 

You are rousing in me with musical incitement 
The rhythmical melodies 
Residing inside 

And they start singing the songs — 

— Lamenting separation and supplicating for reunion — 

Which work their magic on me ! 

My ego in consternation 

Goes down shivering in astonishment ! 



Sleep, you deprive me of my sleep 
Awakening, yes my awakening vibrates 
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Just as the golden thread 

Warbles while swinging detached from a fair lady's scarf! 



0 my beloved hidden behind visibility itself 
Near indeed yet very far . 

Very far yet near indeed 

1 bow to your enchanting quality ! 



My tongue is tied 

Yes my voice full of vibration is silenced 
These moments do not permit divuigence ! 

When love reaches the height of attainment the ,song is 
silenced. No strain, no streak can run across a union. 

Whosoever may be the poet the poems produced by him have 
their distinct personality. Before publishing them in the form of 
a book poems bearing similarity to each other may be collected to- 
gether. There are, however, volumes of poetry, wherein poems by 
the same poet dealing with different topics are published in one 
place. In Bhai Vir Singh the focus remains on the Eternal. 
There is always something ethereal about his writings. There 
was some ordainment which moved inside him. There was a 
spiritual intendment facilitating the movement of his pen. There was 
the might in him clothed in humility. The music in him had its 
source in regions clean and pure. It is not the admiration of the 
reader which he attracts. It is the mind seeking the truth which 
can find solace while trying to imbibe his message. 

Love has its own phases. In ripe imagination there many 
times is the conversation with the beloved. The manipulations 
keep on vibrating in the mind. Music turns the feelings into 
poems. The invisible decides about the actual shape. The muse 
often times evolves a story disclosing the manner in which the 
lover and beloved may have acted. Such is the instance which one 
of these poems provided and we are to seek introduction with 
some of its features. It is a long poem, the significant portions 
whereof are these : — 
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tea 3 H3 hu^h— 

fore 3T§ u } h t Heft ofyt ^ ? 
fare ens! )>fT §5 fof ?T ^ ? 

••• • . • • * . 

— u — 

"foTt" fHH rP5 §7> f , 

u = 

Let us examine the English version of the aforequoted 
edifice : — 

PERSONALLY I GO TO THEIR ABODE ! 

While grazing the goats 

Tired because of the midday sun 

I was sitting on a stone under the shade of "Chinar" 

When O* my Sovereign, one of your soldiers 

Announced your order : — 

"At night, yes at midnight 

Come to the palace and knock at the door 

To the imperial palace 

The rear door 

The Soveregin will himself 

Come and open the door ! 

You, oh you who are a destitute 

The Sovereign has become fond of 

Your beauty clad in rags ! 



Shivering and pining 
Sometimes having faith 
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Sometimes considering it a joke 

I moved out at midnight 

Walking on, but sometimes resting 

Sometimes in confident strides 

Sometimes hesitating 

I have reached your entrance 

Oh, my Sovereign I Kindly open the door 

Where are you ? The door is closed 

I have almost finished life in reaching here 

Only to find the door shut upon me 

After I have waded through showers of rain 



Oh this is my own home 
The residence made out of cane and straw 
Inside it is enshrined my Sovereign 
The gracious monarch, the Sovereign 
"How have you come inside my abode 
Made of cane and straw ? 

How have I entered having seen the closed door ? 



Taking me in his lap 

The Sovereign opened his lips : — 

"Those who love me 

They come to my abode 

Seeking that somehow I should 

Become visible ! 

But those whom I love 

I go to their abode 

Their abode is my abode ! " 

This poem t holds out great assurance to one and all. The 
beloved guides you on the path which is beset with many a 
hinderance. You are blessed with enough of energy which may 
sustain you. You may at a certain point of accomplishment feel 
sure that you have attained him. All that may happen but it is left 
to him alone to satiate the human self with his gracious presence. 
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The poet has recorded in words a message which may impart 
self-confidence to tread a path across which many a disengaging 
attraction is dancing. 

The experiences over many years which had enriched the 
poet's repository replenished his poems. 

Let us imbibe real knowledge; real joy by affectionately attend- 
ing to another of his poems in this volume. 

(The central theme is the attainment of the capacity to recog- 
nize His presence in all aspects of creation.) He creates and He 
is present in all that is visible. Out of the invisible, all that is 
visible, comes into being. The Lord of all remains the spirit that 
sustains all. The opening part of the poem is noticed : — 

S tfc US ff US : 

"§§ FPSfal* tft frWS SU? U§"? 

Ho" FPHfof* ! 
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PERCEPTION OF THE SAVIOUR 

Who are they, who say : 

"It is difficult to perceive your Saviour ? " 

Oh my Saviour 

Those who have "eyes" can recognize you 

Because of the resplendence you are showering 

And which out of panoramic beauty is entering the sight ! 



Those who have open ears perceive you 
Because of the melodious vibration 
Of your sublimating voice 
Prevailing everywhere ! 



Yes, the ever dancing waves of fragrance 
Impart the perception of your presence 
To all those who have enough of brains ! 
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He who existed when nothing existed, exists everywhere. He 
has not to spend any energy to be present everywhere and with all. 

There are mighty snow-capped mountains. There are ever- 
flowing rivers. There are those which live inside the earth. There 
are the flying birds with various shapes and multicoloured feathers. 

The birds and beasts talk in different voices. There is food 
growing out of earth. There are flowers dispersing precise frag- 
rance which is their distinct attribute. There are systems of 
procreation which go an adding numbers. 

In all this vanishing show a performance by some common* 
element goes on. Which is that invisible unlimited power ? Those 
who have quality to perceive that power can comprehend it every- 
where. Surely thsre is the power which at its source is supreme. 
It is the one power out of which all resurgence arises. 

Prophets and poets in all ages have been inspired to pay 
their homage to that power. It is the perception of that power 
everywhere which creates amity in all mankind. 

Sometimes when your desires are even partially silenced you 
listen to a song which does not wear the distinct shackles of any 
language. That "silent song" can invigorate you as nothing else 
can. it is your sub-conscious with which you listen to that song. If 
somehow that song gets into your soul you will enjoy the vibrating 
bliss inside you. Your manner and method of life will change. 
You will for once be a new person. If you will persist in remember- 
ing that he is always present with you then the whole creation will 
begin to behave differently. In his own benevolence he may 
confer on you all that you want and sustain you in all situations. 
He alone would grant to you that which everyone else may deny 
to you. 

He was indeed very kind to Bhai Vir Singh in inspiring sub- 
limated affection. We can be well acquainted with the poet's own 
estimation of his love if we can have patience with the following 
poem :— - 
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THE ACTUAL STATE OF LOVE 

My Saviour 

I sang in praise of you 

I concluded that I was a musician ! 

I recited admiring you 

1 thought I was a poet ! 

Out of love and regard called after you 

I concluded I was humble and perfect 

Sighed and supplicated in grief 

I imagined I was a lover 

Sometimes some loaves were tossed to me 
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I contemplated I may be the beloved ! 

Today r yes today 

A consciousness has dawned 

That I am full of desires and demands 

I am a beggar on your threshold 

Being in. reality a beggar but pretending to be in lo.ve 

This is the actual state of my love ! 

Come to my rescue my Saviour, oh my Saviour ! 

In its original text this particular poem also is in blank verse, 
Alongwith some others it raises the possibility that Prof. Puran 
Singh devised his free-style prose-poetry on this very pattern. The 
musical instinct in Bhai Vir Singh did not enslave him within any 
iron railing. His pen did not move within any enumerated rami- 
fications. We have to conclude that he enjoyed all poetic free- 
dom. There is no doubt that he also wrote in blank verse. 

Blank verse is classified as p.oetry because of some distant 
musical strain in it. Why did a poet whose pen was in 
tune with various forms of music write at all in blank verse ? The 
answer is that he did that inspite of himself. It should be 
accepted that the ultimate decision as to in what form a poem 
would find itself lies with the muse. The shape comes into being 
in accordance with the modulations in those moments. The 
poetic emotion is so overwhelming that the pen begins to move in 
conformity with its flash. 

The following composition is the advent of "Sailani Chhand** 
i.e. blank verse in Punjabi poetry. Bhai Vir Singh recorded 
himself sparingly in blank verse while Prof. Puran Singh wrote 
profusely in blank verse. 

Let us enjoy this beautiful poem. 
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In English idiom it says : — 

"my oars are rowing on 

My oars are splashing 

On the crest of waters my boat is moving on 
Slowly, slowly, in soft strides, swinging along 
The day is closing 

The oars are splashing, the boat is moving on 
Yes ! whereto ? 

The afternoon has arrived, the boat is moving on 

The sound produced by the striking oars from the water 

Goes on telling me : 

Move on, move on ! 

It is gone dark 

Far off some lights are twinkling 

The oars are rowing, the boat is in movement 

It is still moving along 

Tell me my benefactor : Whereto ? 

The stars have shown up, they have descended into waters 

The breeze blows gently 

The stars are playing, dancing in the waves 

They are disconcerned with the movement of my boat 

My oars are splashing, the boat is moving 

Oh my benefactor, what is the destination ? 

There is no moon, there is no sun, there is no light in my boat 

On the chest of waters no way, no road, no path is visible 
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My oars are feeble 

The water is facilitating the slipping of the boat 
Just as the boat goes on moving 

The twinkling lights continue to be thrown into distance ! 

The water is cold covered by waves, the wind blows fast 

It embraces but the hands are having cold shivers 

Oh my benefactor, still how far have I to go ? 

The night is suffering eclipse, the stars are enervated 

The boat is slipping along 

The waters are kissing the face of the oars and insisting 
Move on move on 

Oh my benefactor -tell me upto which point ? 

Every word used in this poem is born out of deep mystic con- 
templation. How long the poet had been keenly watching the 

movement of his life, no one can tell- In time and space, the life 
in all of us, moves along. An unknown hand is holding the oar 
controlling the movement of the boat which every one's physique 
is. There are splashes. There are disturbing events. Life goes 
on slipping along. Its movement towards the hidden point of ter- 
mination is relentless. There arrives the season in life when the 
sun and moon begin to lose their meaning. You no longer smile 
with the stars. A slow smooth process of fading out starts. A 
distance begins to expand between the twinkling lights and your- 
self. Your dear one's no longer provide the same attraction which 
they did in your heyday. 

Where the soul is in love with the Invisible it will continue to 
supplicate and inquire as to which is the ultimate point of its desti- 
nation. An intimate yearning continues to strive for gaining 
unison. The achievement lies not with you but with Him. 

Let us again turn to one of his rhymed compositions. This 
is a "Rubai". The style is derived from Persian poetry. Bhai Vir 
Singh is once again seeking his "Saviour". The composition is : — 
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There is freshness everytime in his eager emotions to attain 
the Invisible ! The yearning in ail its phases is intense. It is 
inspired and original. You will rarely find something like it 
else where. Translated it would mean : 



"THE INVISIBLE ENTICING CAMEL" 

O, The invisible for once assume a shape 
And confer playful affections on me 
Or make me for a while invisible 
So that I may see your invisible visage 
Like "Sassi" I am throwing up my arms 
In eager search for the invisible enticing camel 
Day in and day out I go on entreating : 
"O, my Saviour come to me, come to me !" 

The poet is conscious of the pining in him and recalls that in 
folk lore one of the most charming delicate maidens called "Sassi" 
burnt herself out while running in the tormentingly hot sands of 
the desert across which her lover had been lured away. Her lover's 
name was "Punu". There is some conflict as to whether he had 
deceptively run away on a camel or had been decoyed. There is, 
however, no divergence in respect of the sacrifice performed by 
Sassi who lost herself in the burning sands of the desert which the 
camel carrying Punuu had traversed. 

In Bhai Vir Singh we find a burning desire to behold the* 
unique invisible beloved. He invokes that either the invisible should 
manifest itself or bestow a phenominal change converting the 
human into the invisible. The composition enshrines in it the ever- 
persisting thirst to attain reunion. 
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It is given indeed to ve. y few persons that they may experi- 
ence Jove for the Eternal, Only those who may have had some 
involvement can appreciate the feelings expressed by the poet. 

A chain of circumstances may disengage you from earthly 
attractions. An event may drop, you into the lap of divine love. 

v An invisible ray may kmdle the light in you. The flame, once 
it is there, never goes out. There is no physical self which you love. 
The demarcation is firm. Within its orbit no other desire can turn 
up to interfere. There are moments which enrich your body and 
thought with elevating delight and bliss. Once you have enjoyed 
such emancipation you can never forget it. It has another quality, 
howsoever you may have been sinful, to whatever extent you 
may have defalcated, the grace which is once bestowed is bound to 
be repeated. Life has its bright and its dark chapters. Once 
having been accepted by Him, be sure He will redeem you. The 
experience which the love for the Inifinite imparts is bound to 
repeat itself. His presence with you is highest of all rituals. His 
presence with you is the manifestation of true religion in you. 
Once he acquires, He will surely own you one day. 

His kindness knows no limits. He educates the mind and the 
soul to remain humble. In Bhai Vir Singh self-restraint and 
humility were present in equal proportions. His premonitions of 
the visits by his master were sometimes followed by such acquaint 
tance with the beloved that he was obliged to record the events. 
The following composition is descriptive of some moments of 
consecration. He wrote : — 

§TO T § 3 T UT 0 hut g T gj 
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THE UNMUSICAL MUSIC 



My musical performance is not in harmony 

Oh you my saviour, an incarnation of music 

Why is it that yon like my song 

As being somehow pleasant ? 

I am surprised beyond measure 

When I find you entering my abode at dawn 

And softly sitting down on hearing 

My disharmonious musical invocation 

And getting into a trance 

Because of these unmusical modulations ! 

We are hand in hand here with a poet who had the courage 
in him to describe unflinchingly his spiritual experience. He was 
confident of love and prayerful that he may produce profound 
and still more lucid song. In deep meditation musical vibrations 
were playing inside him. The "song" was coming to him from its 
eternal source. He was faithful in rendering it into rhymed 
feelings. The invisible performance in his physical self many times 
found itself expressed on paper. 

How does poetry come to be written ? It certainly comes 
from unknown ethereal regions where fountains of song are 
emitting showers of kindered strains of music. It is Nature's unique 
gift confined to very few persons. The source is the same but 
through different individuals the **song" has always found itself in 
different shapes. There are poems confined to various topics. It is 
the duration of the poetic spell which determines the features and 
the span of a poem. Let us enjoy a few fine lines of poetry from 
the pen of P. B. Shelley :~ 

Music, when soft voices die, 
Vibrates in the memory — 
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Odours, when sweet violets sicken 
Live within the sense tfcey quicken. 
Rose-leaves, when the rose is dead, 
Are heaped for the beloved's bed, 
And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone, 
Love itself shall slumber on ! 

Having been with Shelley let us not forget Robert Browning. 
We were on the topic as to how the poems come into being. You 
love some one even for a while and sensitive memory .decides to 
retain evermore the feelings that arise. A comparative study will 
be educative of the kind of love which is usually enjoyed and the 
peculiar love which inspired Bhai Vir Singh to write. Browning 
had some experience with a Spanish lady. Her charm and affection 
remained with him even after she had gone away. He records his 
sentiments in a poem. Some portions ihereof are as under : — 

Here is the garden she walked across 

Arm in my arm, such a short while since : 

Hark, now I push its wicket, the moss 

Hinders the hinges and makes them wince ! 

She must have reached this shrub ere she turned 
As back with that murmur the wicket swing, 

For she laid the poor snail my chance foot spurned 
To feed and forget it the leaves among. 

This flower she stopped at, finger on lip, 

Stooped over, in doubt, as setting its claim, 

Till she gave me, with pride to make no slip, 
Its soft meandering Spanish name : 

What a name ! was it love or praise 

Speech half-asleep or song half-awake ? 
I must learn Spanish, one of these days, 

Only for that slow sweet name's sake. 

Flower you Spaniard, look that you grow not 

Stay as you are and be loved for ever ! 
But if I kiss you 'tis that you blow not : 

Mind, the shut pink mouth opens never ! 
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For while it pouts, her fingers wrestle, 

Twinkiog the audacious leaves between, 
Till round they turn and down they nestle — 

Is not the dear mark still to be seen ? 

Where I find her hot beauties vanish ; 

Whither I follow her beauties flee; 
Is there no method to tell her in Spanish 

June's twice June since she breathed it with me ? 

Come bud, show me the least of her traces, 

Treasure my lady's lightest foot fall ! 
— Ah you may flout and turn up your faces — 

Roses you are not so fair after all ! 

You have to appreciate that inside you deep vibrations conti- 
nue to play the past into the present. It was not for nothing that 
the great Robert Browning continued with the throb of a beauty that 
had bestowed on him some moments of affection. An endearing 
experience continued with him. He shared his sentiments with the 
rose bud which was yet to blossom in a subsequent season. 

Let us turn for a while to Prof. Puran Singh who had enjoyed 
close association with Bhai Vir Singh. Bhai Vir Singh loved nature. 
In its various forms nature attracted him. In all manifestation he 
was persuaded to recognize his beloved. Puran Singh in the poem, 
the opening part whereof is quoted below, is concerned "with 
advent of dawn. He says 

\J3*S f HOT Si feoff 

fe^ HU£ T HUB W feo?T tlHoftf^ I 

H3 T 3T HfiM feRHi 

§ tret sresrel fus^t § 
i^l fennel £p? T ^ f if 3 
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§ 3 H3TB W H T , 

is! 3 w ^ gutp wet 0^1 1 

U3 T saie T , 
gu f^f wh! net wan}, 

fef i{§ T ? Cre r 

ftji* ^sl 3i T feo T 

is) w welw fau T Cf 

3^ j5jf) A 53r gT i 

This is admittedly blank verse. Puran Singh termed it as 
^SaiJani Chhand". There is no rhyme, no versification in it. The 
poet has admired many a dawn. He has witnessed many a sunset. 
He has allowed many a dawn and many a sunset to inject in his 
sub-conscious many kinds of feelings on various occasions. This 
time he picks up the accumulated colours and points out as 
under : — 

THE DAWN IN THE SKIES I 

At dawn the disc of the Sun 

Puts a wedding mark in the sky 

How bright is the vermilion circle 

In the evening some beauty seems to be 

Besmearing red che feet of Dawn 

Which is going down with its deep red scarf 

Blowing about in breeze I 

And all manipulations of happiness^and love ! 

There is a kind of drizzling of good fortune ! 

Imperceptible delight is saturating the Soul 

The heart is involved in spontaneous dance 

The atmosphere suggests as if someone is singing 

Someone is dispersing pleasures 

Although the reality remains a mystery ! 

In his depth, perhaps in thought, word and deed, Prof. Puran 
Singh was much nearer to Bhai Vir Singh than to any of the 
English poets. The clear Indian sky receiving the first rays at dawn 
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beautifully depicted in the aforequoted poem. The coming in of 
the Sun keeps before the poet's eyes the setting of the Sun. The 
dawn comes and the sky begins to brighten up. Having traversed 
the day the Sun turns into the other part of the globe. The sky 
goes crimson before the evening sets in . 

Men 'and women are an integral part of nature. The 
distinction is that they are inherently superior to others. Their 
literary heritage is enriched by natural experimentation inspired by 
the supernatural. It is their feelings and sentiments which find 
expression in literature. Poetry is a revered form of literature. Short 
stories are coming down from the ages. Their forms, their diction, 
both have changed. Novels came to be written in all languages. 
Bhai Vir Singh also wrote novels. His pen, whatever the field, 
moved with a set purpose and intent. His contribution in quality 
and in quantity remains unsurpassed. 

In this volume we come across a poem which has many stan- 
zas out of which some are being reproduced. There is freshness 
but then here is the climax which is in tune with the soaring of the 
poet's soul. It is 

HSof3 Tf T uM S3 

i m sua w§ uu^ T ii 
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3IH SUf 

FIH* 3* at §US f US I 

ufu gist e feHH3 T f?HH3 T 
u wreun |« ! wreun |if !" 

feHH feHW feHH ! 

This volume published with the name "O, My Saviour" is 
stated to be the final collection of his poems. His spiritual experi- 
ences had ripened into faith. In his youth, even earlier, he had 
assimilated divine love. He had deep affection for his mentors, 
his Gurus. The Guru's word, i.e., Gurbani enshrined in Guru 
Granth Sahib provided sustenance to his thought and action. He 
would get up before dawn, say his prayers and thereafter in 
seclusion take up his pen. His fluent prose came to him from 
unknown regions. His abundant knowledge gave him the incen- 
tive to hand down to posterity excellent interpretation of the 
"Gurbani" in Guru Granth Sahib. He wrote novels tracing 
characters practicing in life the difficult tenets of the Sikh faith. His 
own way of life provided him with courage to leave an imprint on 
the mind of his readers that they could strive to successfully attain 
the same eminence. 

Many people listed in vain to gain audience with him. He 
was successful in maintaining his dignified solitude. He could in 
no case be disturbed before lunch. In his privacy he was either 
with himself or with his invisible beloved. There was he whom no 
one had the reason to hate. He had many admirers. He had some 
devotees. 

His poems remarkably depict his love for music and contain 
his inner feelings. He was aware of tradition but he was free from 
all shackles. He remains a source of inspiration. He did not 
intend to cause any dent. He could only emit soft rays. His whole 
span of life still remains a dawn in the azure sky of Indian litera- 
ture. 

In this poem he describes the intense longing which many times 
supplicated that the Master may visit him. It affiirms the experience 
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of visit and the surprising bliss which it imparted. The English 
version would be : 

PHENOMINAL COMING AND GOING 

According the detection by others 1 climbed the stairs 

Intuitively I reached the top-most roof 

Looked up into the heavens, still higher 

Fixed my stare and began to beseach : 

"Oh my saviour ! my saviour F' 

My gaze became stable 

My eyelids came down heavy and weary ! 

aiw ••* ••• 

Some one embraced me 

I was surprised and opened my eyes 

Oh it was just a whiff of refreshing air 

Which was affectionately pressing the bosom 

I realized that I may cry aloud 

**0 my saviour ! O my saviour ! 

The world which ought not to listen 

Is left down below 

Yes now you are nearer than before 

Whose ears my supplication may reach 

s< My saviour, Oh my saviour". 

The moon is up in the sky 

But its shine is reaching down here 

I was absorbed in thought 

When someone kissed on my forehead 

My eyes opened on being astonished 

Who was kissing the forehead 

You ! Oh you ? nay 

It was the moonlight 

Which was kissing me on the forehead ! 

My saviour I am again calling for you 

Do not be angry with me O my soft hearted beloved 
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This supplication is the flight with my wings, 
I had promised that today 

I will burn incense at your altar / 

You came, showering your kindness you came 

But got away in the twinkling of an eye 

Bestowing bliss as if from heavenly regions 

Yes berefting me of the desire to touch you 

Depriving me of perception 

You got along ' 

Even beyond time and space 

I am blessed with bliss, real bliss. 

Oh you who are wonderful, surprisingly amazing 

Confer bliss, bliss everlasting bliss ! x 

It is not the idiom or the expression which matters here. There 
is the congregation of intense yearning and exceptional bliss. 
Which were the stairs that he climbed ? He reached the top-most 
roof. He was desirous that his saviour should listen to his frantic 
entreaty. He was in a flight after the unattainable. No ^natural 
resplendence could make a representative impact. The soul' was in 
such conscious awakening that no substitution could satisfy it. 
Howsoever short the duration he received the visit. He who is 
invisible yet amazing, He who has no physical self but is even then 
present everywhere, conferred sublimating bliss. A peace full of the 
warmth of love descended upon him. He was invigorated by a 
comforting reunion. His body, mind and soul received a touch from 
the eternal. The bud inside him blossomed into a smiling flower. A 
rare fragrance hypnotised his existence. The saviour. was with him, 
inside him. The impossible had been attained. The human 
experienced the superhuman. A light, the kind of which is unknown 
to the human eye pervaded the poet. He imbibed the quality 
which created the power which could at times work its magic on 
others. 

This book "Oh My Saviour" is unique in its supereminence. 
There is the universal touch of divinity in it. It will always inspire 

those who may be inclined to tread the mystic path which leads to 
the abode of truth. 
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Rana Surat Singh 

This is an epic the like of which you may not come across 
elsewhere. 

It is also difficult to come across a person of the caliber of 
the poet who brought it into being. 

In enumeration this is the Second Volume containing verse by 
Bhai Vir Singh. Forever this long poem establishes that even in 
early youth the theist in him had experienced bliss. 

He was the follower of his Gurus in thought, word and deed. 
He was a Sikh who in recent times combined in himself all the 
virtues which a true Sikh should possess. He knew the subtle 
distinctions which demarcate variety of experiences variously called 
love. Physical attachment may or may not be love. There are 
assortments which for the while are "enduring" love. But the 
feelings even though reciprocal are not long lived. 

Where the intensity in love is absolutely truthful its pure 
persistence elevates the souls in the two persons concerned. Lust 
is short lived. Love lives evermore. 

This epic is the narration of events concerned with the life and 
times of Rana Surat Singh, who, it should be taken, had really 
lived the way he is depicted to have lived. 

Rana Surat Singh, the poet states 5 was the Sikh Chieftain of a 
small principality. Rani Raj Kaur was his wife. 

The poet, in order to provide an insight into the epic, thought 
- it proper that he should write its preface. In his lucid style he has 
recorded the exposition that love is such a sublime vibration that 
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it incites attraction for an unknown destination. Love disengages 
you from all that is visible and raises you in the high region where 
wonderment prevails.ilt electrifies the body refreshing it into its ori- 
ginal youth. Love in fact is the key to the entire mysterious process 
on account of which this world is progressively thriving. It awakens 
you to the awareness that there truely is some unique power which 
creates and sustains every one. Love inspires you to strive for 
unison with that power. 

Sometimes you are convinced that if you can gain reciproca- 
tion while performing such manipulations which you want you will 
feel satisfied. Your estimate is almost every time erroneous. The 
more you indulge the more you are attracted to indulgence. 

There are instances where love, love between man and woman 
has become an everliving, everpersisting phenomenon without 
there having been any occasion for the two to talk together. A 
glimpse of each other may incite everlasting love. In such a case 
the distinction between the lover and the beloved is abolished. The 
blessed couple may just convey the feelings of true dedicated 
affection by miraculous physical representations visible from some s 
distance. This assertion is based on -truthful experience. This 
has actually happened. Physical love which transcends physical 
contact has in it an eversustaining spiritual element. Even when 
the two are physically removed apart by adverse circumstances 
love persists. Love, which is free from physical desires, love which 
is pure keeps on shining and thriving inside the soul. It oftentimes 
inspires the birth of great poems. 

Let us turn once again to Bhai Vir Singh. He should be 
accepted to have had the opportunities of knowing for himself 
the various phases of love. No one could have managed to 
narrate so effectively merely on the basis of imagination. 

Rana Surat Singh had attained theological eminence. His 
wife immensely adored him. He wanted her to rise above the 
human feelings. He wanted to infuse in her the love for the 
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universal. He was desirous that she should realise that all mani- 
festation is transitory. It is the love for the "Eternal" which alone 
can purify the soul which may then aspire to seek reunion. In his 
lifetime he did not succeed. He had, the story is told thus, to 
bow to God's design and to proceed to a war front. He attained 
martyrdom while fighting. His 'physical self was eliminated. 
Raj Kaur after sometime, extricating herself from grief, sent for 
his ashes over which a white life-size statue of Rana Surat Singh 
was raised. Her love took a sharp turn. The transitory nature of 
all earthly existence convinced her that the source of supreme 
power was in reality the fountain of love. Love was the life of 
the universe. Love for the Lord of all alone could impart refining 
bliss. 



We have noticed the story which is the sustaining theme of 
this epic. Let us have the relevant stanzas in original and their 
rendering in English. The epic begins : — 



3*3 e fag, 
§ m sth? st§*, . 
?&\ uu^l h t £ 
sar^t §r 

RtFcJ fgof HHHJ 

ops s t h 
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15 us i 



The poet wrote out * the entire epic in "Sirkhandi Chhand" 
which has peculiar music in it. The rhythmical arrangement) 
however, does not create the same modulation at the end of 



the environment concerned with the various events. The picture 
presented is : — 

There was an even space amidst mountains 
y Small yet brilliant, clean and beautiful 
Inside the Himalayan range 
At some distance from a spot of worship . 
It was resplendent on account of the greenery in it 
It had several kinds of trees and creepers 
Grown up in diverse places, waving in air 
A hill stream with crystal clear water 
Coming down the hill with cold fluid 
Passing through this domain going down 
In some places with soft flow but in some making noise ! 
A beautiful monument on its bank 
Constructed upright with white lime 
With a decorated dome with miniatures around it 
And covered with golden plate at the top 
The walls inside made of white marble 
Intersections of different colours running through it 
There is an egg-shaped grave under the dome . 
It is made of subtle design 
On the grave beautiful flowers are lying 
Which .have been placed by loving hands ! 

The poet made a deliberate choice that he should paint in 
poetry the final resting place of the hero of his epic. Then he 
invites the reader to the condition in which the queen is shown 
while approaching the grave. He describes : — 



each measure. The narrative starts describing the scenic beauty of 
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33Bt >h t € ?tu fesr 9 
—ares ami ^sl sis ni— 

ire raui sai lite* 3 
§u ais^T sm fnt §h a i 

?s*ra w# hs f^t d fori 

Mbft pfeg )fe 3IH Ufalm* 
£tf FPU 

ug^l hh t h sfacfi 3gor 3 1 

The poet has taken pains in describing Rani Raj Kaur. It is 
shown : — 

From some distance a woman is coming along 

Like a virgin green shaft of a plant 

Thin in her profile 

Her resplendence on the rise 

She is in her youth 

The face far more attractive than the moon 
The features displaying uniform beauty 
But her face gone distinctly pale 
That radiance of rose colour 
Which at her age illuminates the face 
Having departed was no longer visible ! 
May be it bad been consumed by sorrow 
Magnificent eyes but ensnared by grief 
Washed clean by tears, ebbed in their sockets 
Just mark, she is coming along having sighs 
Caught in lamentation, unaware of her existence 
Reaching near the grave she stopped with a Shiver. 
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The poet had to face the task of presenting the ravage caused 
by bereavei ment in young age. Here was a wife who had spent 
life in ideal love. Fate had snatched away her husband. She still 
maintained devotional love for him. Inspite of her youth the 
radiance on her face had faded out. As soon as she reached the 
earthly remains of her husband she suffered a vibration caused by 
instant grief. 

The poet then describes that she fell down unconscious. She was 
revived and then a dialogue ensued. That was between her and 
the friendly maid who had strived to restore her to consciousness. 

A portion of their conversation has high merit. The queen 
speaks out : — 

fljUT feS tffeS H3 HsT & 'SB T 
H3 Sf§ fesr § fe 3 H$5tJ T I 

3uT Tft^st ?rai liter fiqqtlHWt i 
aiet szft 1 A A ?j t s w§ #3 £ 1 
rRT £3 forau'H fig h 
hh" nut *rears wsftrw, 

HM 33 T S T FT3 # §3 tft 

H^g ygy ur t s vena r #3 u 

6 H3 T ftraHTtT fef 4 H" WE t 
?> T 5 fy^g f Rtft IFfeW 

isis feu T s ttal 3 
§ot w ol a*3T fear »f«Tfi4»fT 

513} HR* ?J r H T 3 Wist #3 St I 
§U Hi Utif?> R3 W ufe»F 

f u pft ugcs.M T u yg?> afew i 
533 h!§ hh t ireopjreit 

H 1 ?r SftW T U T § §HH T 1 
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gut feyel fira i&t H^el i 

H§ S T 5 H&U oT^t 

#3 ¥B fHH cTO5 ^oTTJ? U I 

H" fori ste M ¥ 3* 

Hfaft HB T H& T U TO3t I 

These vibrations contain introspection. Rana Surat Singh loved 
Raj Kaur. That did not fcontain bim. He had an elevating love for 
the divine. He wanted that Raj Kaur should comprehend that 
howsoever pure, the love confined to her husband had hardly* any- 
thing transcendental about it. He had realised that all that was 
visible was transitory. The panoramic confrontation was all a 
vanishing show. He had been blessed with the light which shining 
across his path of life could spare him from pit-falls of desire. 
In his flight foi the eternal he wanted Raj Kaur to join him. She 
could not think of anything beyond him. In her reminiscence she 
sketches the past in this way : 

Without the beloved life is death, even worse 

Death stabs once, this goes on stabbing day in day out 

Woe betide me, I am so affected that 

I go on living even after the demise of the beloved 

I have not gone away with him 

So long as my kind hearted beloved was in this world 

Unmindful of reality I entertained misconceptions 

I did not stir at all to dive into the secret 

He is handsome, hypnotising and loveable 

Accepting that he is to be worshipped 

I spent out myself in material love 
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The physical love full of song like the "Bulbiil" 
Sustained the music in the limbs 
Never devised any uncovering of the secret ! 
He was a high ranking saint in tune with God 
He was a manifestation of love in meditation 
He was redeemed in sublime stature 
He was fully aware of the visible and the invisible 
Like the looking glass 
He could produce true reflections 
My mistake I did not comprehend his greatness 
Love for the limbs—like a lover- 
Deprived of reality, I continued to enjoy 
This beguiling environment kept me in oblivion 
It kept me in dark in respect of the eternal secret 
I never realised the mystic thirst in the soul 
But my husband was enlightened who could 
Impart a generous touch of real bliss 
He had that deep attachment with me 
Which wanted that I should gain knowledge 
And bathe in the sunshine of truth 1 
Caught in the snare of my own longing 
I did not lift even an eye-lid 
Being absolutely disconcerned 
I did not recognise the direction indicated 
Did not take to the path 
Which my husband wanted me to resort to ! 



The poet was not merely philosophising. He had experienced 
formidable spiritual currents and cross-currents. Born out of his 
own self-experimentation his message spread over the inspiring 
pages of the epic had the elevating element of truth in it. The 
story formulated in the epic was carefully pondered over and 
selected. The aim was to educate his co-religionists as well as others 
as to what indeed is the "love for the eternal**. Howsoever pure, 
ardent and faithful an attachment between a husband and a wife 
may be its confines keep it within their own grasp. The attainment 
of the sublime requires an awakening of the soul which may con- 
trol all thoughts and all actions. 
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This epic is full of instructions which may change the inner 
vibrations in the mind. We have to notice them. The exposition 
is : — 

t!&3 iTO 7i T H T 8_oftH3 ijH ^ 
Ul§ & feoT f%3 ufa T UT 

— u 

^tf §fc»F iTO §3 t{H ^ T 
HB tJH W ijH f § If if I 

?> T ?5 Qh ^ fy^ftras ste f 

feg HH T H HlS *P14#. 

ggi ggi §h fe^ wijst h 

tT3 3" Belt 3k RH T §'t? 



By citing an uncontestable example Bbai Vir Singh is defining 
the relationship which true love postulates. He brings home the 
truth in this way : — 

Love is not available at any price in coin 

Wealth, life and property cannot purchase it. 

Love is available to love, it demands no other price 

A diamond can be cut through by a diamond alone 

Similarly love alone begets love 

The water has such an element of love in it 

That on seeing the plants it rushes to them 

The plants respond to that love 

With intense affection they consume it in abundance 

They instill the water in themselves 

They allow it inside every nerve every space 

From their very roots in their entire profile 
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It is the water that saturates them 
In their fruit, in branches, in leafage 
They absorb their friend inside themselves ! 

. This allegory provides insight into the process which true 
love keeps persisting in those whose affection for each other is 
natural and is a force sustaining life. No plant bearing flowers or 
fruit, or both of them, can live without water. It is the life derived 
from water which permeates from its roots and keeps alive every 
fibre in the plant. Here is an example which may persuade- you 
to ponder over the events of your life. You may discover what 
kind of feelings you had at one time or the other for some one. 
Were you attracted to the colour of the skin, the narcissus eyes 
and the enchanting beauty which the person presented ? Was it 
love or was it mere infatuation ? How long and in what circum- 
stances did it persist ? Did it ever occur to you that there is a 
power which goes on creating charming creatures ? Have you ever 
had a touch of the invisible ? Has something unseen invited you 
sometimes to its mysterious existence ? 

There is a kind of joy which no beauty, no warmth, no gain- 
ful action can impart That joy coming from an unknown source 
suddenly confers bliss. 

Turning to the anecdote we find that the poet makes Rani 
Raj Kaur and the maid accompanying her to move about in inte- 
resting natural environment. They are shown climbing uphill. A 
big stone well entrenched in the soil has a place of worship sculp- 
tured at its top. In this part of the epic an admirable description 
brings you face to face with the mountain which the ladies 
climbed. The poet records :- 

BSS <3 T af itcf 3^of ggf 



T?]B® S T GT Ffes'US ft 
uh t Hafe 3S Hit? faiW 

us T u aTO T w 0*3* '#33* t 
w fys, tre^t §u f 

5§ U|?Tfe ufS^T ^t^gr 

St 1 UUUV R T fe 3 I 

fet Rft feoT RH ofU 

r»f arRT sts f^ T &Hi? T 
?ycTT h! s t so >H€3 i weaY 

fRtra UWU §U W feof H T cJ Rt 
f R § §5?3 §§H HHU RfU2 T 
RH" VWS 'SU fc?H gjjrfSW 
d Rt fe5f H& T ?f E fe5 TOfof* 

Mar f?u3 T r t ? ys T r! ^ i 
wu fesr sra §h u^H" 
fsra we] sfter w m m& 
gte gte it stsr Hi ^hT l 

The rendering in English may be : 

The wind blowing fast became more energetic 
The trees began to make noise and both of them wolee 
- They felt it was cool all around 
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The dark cloulds in a mass, providing shade 

Fine refreshing cool breeze 

Calculating that the time was favourable 

They started, their bodies feeling relaxed 

Disinclination, fatigue, dreariness gone 

There was the protection provided by cool shade 

The traversing of distance seemed easier 

The air pushing from behind was helpful 

Pressing forward it reduced the grasp of earth 

The difficulty in climbing was being minimised 

After some time they reached the mountain peak 

Traversing and overcoming obstacles 

Here there was all consolidated rock 

Extending broad and high in many yards 

Broad and spacious in big profile 

It was not separated and deep inside 

It was all a stone in great span 

At its top where it was level and strong 

There someone in ancient times 

Had sculptured out a place of worship 

There was a verandah and two-three rooms 

In front of them a spacious enclousure 

On four sides a wall cut out of that stone 

And in some places studded by other stones 

An enclosure had been devised 

In the courtyard was a big deep indenture 

Containing refreshing crystal clear water ! 

The portrait in this stanza vividly brings before the mind's 
eye the picture of a remarkable mountain. You can see the two 
of them climbing up. You begin to wonder how the sculptures 
worked hard to chisel out a temple out of a granite stone. They 
carved out two-three rooms. There under the shade of the sky 
existed a semblance of a lake of pure water. 

There was no greenery at the top. The mountain was all 
stone. It was symbolic of complete isolation. The environment 
would provide an atmosphere which would inspire meditation. 
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Rani Raj Kaur was in a peculiar state of mind. The god-send 
companion with her had imbibed similar attitude to life. 

According to the poet, Rani Raj Kaur had reached the palace 
inhabited by the fairies. 

It is narrated that she entered a room and there found a 
"fairy" sitting in meditation. Her face had wrinkles caused by 
age. Behind the fairy was a stone fixed high in the wall and 
bearing a writing. Raj Kaur read it. She was mystified. The 
handwriting was that of her husband. In an atmosphere of joy 
and suspense she found that the writing reproduced a "Shabad", 
i.e., a composition contained in the Sikh scriptures. Beneath that 
were the signatures of her husband "Surat Singh' 9 . 

I do not consider that there is anything meridian in inventing 
such a link in the chain of the narrative. May be the poet desired 
to create a supernatural effect on the mind of his readers. Was 
it necessary to excite fancy ? Whatever may have been the reason 
Bhai Vir Singh aimed at creating real reverence for Sikhism and 
for Gurbani, i.e., the compositions in the Sikh scriptures. 

The two characters of Rana Surat Singh and R&ni Raj Kaur 
are at all stages so well devised that the reader is filled with 
great respect for their religion. 

There was a period for which she stayed in that palace. In 
this epic poetic licence has been deliberately resorted to. 

Raj Kaur inquires of the fairy whom she had found in 
meditation : • 

h t Ht?<j ^ feral fssra 9 ! 
ofioTu it ii if s§ ? 

HFT oKJ foTH 33 W feu Sf§W V 

How beautiful is this magnificent abode 
There is comforting solitude here 
How did you come to abide here ? 
Please tell how did you find out this place ? 
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Then the fairy begins to describe her adventure. The history 
of the temple is narrated. 

The detailed account has a ring of truth in it. Rani Raj Kaur 
was told that the palace was ancient. When "Bodh Rikhi" a sage 
who was either a follower of Lord Buddha or Lord Buddha himself 
had sermonised about his concept of religion then the entire nation 
had begun to accept his guidance. The chieftains and their 
assistants had all become Buddhists. A leading personage belong- 
ing to that religion had come across the palace which offered 
solitude for meditation. He persuaded one of the monarchs to 
employ sculptures to carve out the temple. The entire edifice was 
contrived out of stone. No lime, no^other building material was 
used. 

In a deep natural hollow spot rain water used to collect. It 
was there and remained pure and useful. There was a small 
spring nearby. According to need water could be procured from 
there. 

The Rani was then asked to look in a particular direction. 
The statue* of the Buddhist monk was enshrined there. She was 
told that in course of time Buddhism lost its sway and Jainism had 
its spell. The temple came under Jainist influence. They set up 
statue of one of their leading figures named "Vardhman". After 
the decline of Jainism, the sect whose leader was "Gorakh Nath" 
Jogi predominated in the vicinity and the temple came under 
their sway. Thereafter the Rajputs came into power. The 
worship of various deities began. The Jogis, even then continued 
to resort to various practices and to strive to gain certain powers. 
The so-called fairy then apprised Rani Raj Kaur that her father 
became a Jogi. He got his ears pierced and put the rings therein. 
To his horrors he came to know that his predecessors here used 
to drink wine in order to sustain their meditative postures. 

I was born after eight or ten days of my father's renounce- 
ment of his hearth and home. My mother who was in deep 
abiding love with her husband used to shed tears in grief. After 
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about three years she set out in search of her husband. She found 
out a great Jogi-and he directed her to this place. My father, 
even after seeing her lamentable condition did not bestow any 
kindness. He remained rigid. My mother did not throw up the 
sponge. We had hardly anything to feed upon. My mother would 
pick up some fruit from the tiees. We would eat that fruit and 
drink from this water tank. At one time it became very cold. The 
range nearby was covered with snow. My mother suffered fatal 
illness and perished. I used to get warmth in an embrace of my 
mother. I was left clinging to a ice-cold dead body. Hearing my 
cries my father came out. He took me inside along with himself. 
In course of time I was brought up. My father taught me all 
systems of yogic performances. I was schooled in controlling my 
respiration. Then my father began to age. 

The poet becomes indeed very lucid while describing the 
repercussions in her father who had sacrificed every comfort and 
practised arrogant asceticism. The fairy whom Rani Raj Kaur 
had found meditating stated :- 

to tj are fan Hsra u T few 
ufu feg 3\oi ffyra* tare 
ira 35 ujfe»r as c?H33 ? t S3 t 
gal ?> T 3 r s ut ?r i 

oTUcS ft? US H3T flcJ TP FTg £ 5 
flora cT3§ 35*U22«t rft 

hut 3 H¥ Bfe hut ny 3 
fes r §?s u T fs ! us ?r sfe»fT, 

§HU #31 8ST* ^U fHfaW § Svft 1 " 
"fa§U ftwsl U'TT f >HtT »T 3TSt 
fHoTU fSof »f T U HU3 frtW ifl 

uasn eras hu wssuh at 
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The philosophy proclaimed herein is the main-stay of this 
entire epic. Without being critical of the twist given to the episode 
you must stretch out the cup of a devotee with eager thirst so that 
you may befable to invite nectar into it. The path which may lead 
you to the source of divine bliss is defined in the concluding 
observations * — 

"My father became old, his youth declined 

He had lived long without ailment 

But he now began to lose his natural vigour 

No strength was left in the limbs to practice Yoga 

If he would exert his capacity would not help 

If he would not exercise the body will feel torn 

Deprived of the intoxcicant the body seemed whithering 

Because of that he would many times shed tears 

He would declare "what have I gained 

By geting my ears pierced 

Agonised the body to gain comfort 

But experienced obstinancy; have not found God 

Have spent out a long life but He remains unknown". 

My dear Raj just as you have come today 

Similarly one day Surat Singh Ji himself 

Walking through these mountains suddenly 

Appeared inside this temple and receiving him 

My father accosted him with affection. 

In reality he hadfbeen greatly attracted 

By the winsome visage of the chieftain 
• A natural affection had been kindled in him 

Thereafter for sometime,both remained together here 

There started an exchange of views about spiritualism 

My father poured out the sorrow in his heart 

Learningjabout the tormented past 

The heart-rending manner in which my mother died 

My plight which called for sympathy 

With his heart full of feelings and with tearful eyes 

Surat Singh Ji softened and became kind 

He released the treasure-trove containing divinity 
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Id which knowledge and renunciation participate 

Then cautiously he persuaded my father 

To give up self-imposed heartless exertions 

He instructed him in refined regal detachment 

Then he divulged in entirety the occult way to meditate 

Explained through love how bliss could be attained 

How one could always vibrate in unison with the Lord 

Never parting with him in sub-conscious existence 

Always being grateful, admiring his munificence 

Enjoying his beneficial love 

The worshippers are evermore full of bliss 

We were made to believe ! ^ 

How to gain elevation; he explained 

The manner in which scriptures were to be practiced 

He educated us as to how to pray and beseach the Master 

How to systemise the self to be grateful 

And instilled in us the faith that the dictates 

Of the Providence must be accepted 

Having Him always with you is the real yoga ! 

* 

There was a well to do person who was the ruler of some 
principality. He was having all possible comforts. He had married 
and had a loving wife. In his mind there was the yearning to gain 
spiritual knowledge. He was, somehow, persuaded that he should 
renounce everything. At a time when his dear wife was pregnant 
he decided to give up hearth and home. He abjured the world, 
climbed a mountain peak, found seclusion in a temple and began 
meditating in prescribed postures. The body had to be positioned 
in different ways. While controlling the breath and the limbs, some 
prescribed words were to be chanted. He was out to find God. 

His wife suffered a lot on account of the separation inflicted 
on her. After the departure of her husband she had given birth to 
a daughter. They lived in poverty. The wife continued to search 
for her husband. She was made aware of the place where he was. 
Alongwith her tiny three years old daughter she climbed up and 
reached the fringes of the temple. Her husband's hardened attitude 
did not accommodate her inside the shelter which the rooms 
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adjoining the temple could provide. She was left to the vagaries 
of the weather. The mother and the child lived on some fruit and 
water. Beaten down by hard circumstances the mother perished. 
The pitiable cries of his daughter moved the man in meditation. 
He picked her up. She was reared up and instructed that she 
should practice yoga in the same manner in which her father had 
been practicing. 

Years rolled by. Age began to sap his strength. At the tail end 
of life he became conscious that by practicing yogic penance he 
had not gained anything. He was full of romorse, when, according 
to the narration devised by the poet, the hero of the epic Rana 
Surat Singh suddenly appeared on the scene. He stepped inside 
the temple. The yogi was attracted to him. There ensued a 
discussion between the two. Surat Singh was able to convince the 
yogi that : — 

(0 The yogic practices were tormenting exercises to which the 
limbs were subjected to. Controlling respiration and chanting of 
some words in routine could only increase ego but could not en- 
lighten the mind. 

(it) That God was present everywhere. He was not to be 
found out by abjuring the world. He in His kindness could confer 
bliss on anyone who loved Him. The highest form of worship or 
yoga was to find Him present always with you. To live a life vibra- 
ting in unison with Him was the only way to imbibe divine delight. 
Self-surrender producing a state of desirelessness could be achieved 
while discharging all worldly responsibilities. 

True faith demanded that the mind and soul should conform 
to Him and accept the divine will in all circumstances. 

Rani Raj Kaur was thus enlightened as to what really was the 
accomplishment of her husband and as to what kind of life he 
wanted every one to live. 

This brings out that before Bhai Vir Singh ventured on spin- 
ning out this epic, he had lived in accordance with the ideals which 
he sought to embellish. It was with the desire to preach the gospel 



142 

that he adopted the story. He made the epic exceedingly 
interesting. His performance displays a superb command over the 
language. The poetic rhythm involves the mind with itself. The 
reader is persuaded to go on reading. It does not end there. The 
quality of expression is of such an order that he who once reads is 
persuaded to go through it again and again. 

There is the narration as to what happened in that palace of 
the fairy on the first night. Raj Kaur is told by the fairy : — 

7>m fe5* Hf3R3I H T i? T 

fofjjT ara z\e '°m § 

3 W ^3 ^t§ ? t S t gT S | | 

JTC§ U U »f T U ofUHl >H T 33t I 

The night brings with it beautiful stars. High up in the moun- 
tains, particularly in a place of worship, the atmosphere becomes 
more devotional. Rani Raj Kaur is told : — 

The night deprives you of the sun 

But lacs, i.e., myriads of others are with you 

We have divine conversation with them 

They shine like the diamonds 

Conferring soft cqo! and clear light. 

They have decorated the azure dome 

The Guru described the sky as an engraved plate 
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It is a spacious plate studded with stars 
Warm and sweet is the night under clear skies 
Time becomes enchanting and lovely 
It appears that nature is self-concentrated 
Because of solitude the cold atmosphere is fine 
The thoughts turn to God and become worshipful 
The soul in admiration burnslits incense 
As if nature itself is revolving in homage ! 

A keen observer of nature, a poet with a highly imaginative 
mind, a mature devotee was incorporating in verse a unique picture 
depicting the pure environment on a peak high up in the moun- 
tains. Since times immemorial these high Indian mountains have 
attracted men with saintly disposition. There is sublimating 
seclusion. Nature in pristine form reminds you of the Creator, 
His presence sometimes becomes more eloquent. You feel that the 
power which has raised high mountains, in whose control myriads 
of streams are rushing by is the same out of which men and 
women are born. If His creatures are beautiful, if He is ever per- 
sisting and undying why would you not like to know Him. 

There is another aspect which may be mentioned. There are 
innumerable stages which the one in search of truth has to come 
across. You may reach within yourself such situations which may 
hold out that they are the climax. The regard which people may 
begin to show to you would create ego. You may become confident 
of your greatness. Your advancement may stop there. 

Those who gain real knowledge may be inclined to keep it to 
themselves. Even spiritual wealth is not shared. In discussing 
intricate spiritual problems in the course of this epic,* Bhai Vir 
Singh has magnanimously distributed his knowledge to all those 
who care to read him. He raised himself to a high level through 
self-experimentation. The Supreme power was kind in disbursing 
knowledge to him. He was generous in doling it out to others. In 
the seventeenth part of the epic some hidden secrets pertaining to 
that "palace of the, fairies" are sought to be disclosed. 
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Rani Raj Kaur is told that her husband Rana Surat Singh had 
stayed there quite for sometime. He used to receive letters there 
making inquiries regarding spiritual problems. She was told : — 

Isgtt oT3$ £s W 5f§ 
oT3§ R3 Rf3R31 R T 3 3 T 3^ 
o?5t 5 tut WUJ 'tfe RH TT 4 ST 
#3 afui? Ste asft HR3l>lfi 
5TS1 ? W3t §33 fe*f# f 3 3 
H3H f%R ^ R^S oT3# 35? R, 
cftf 3 R3 T y^g §g w<=% 

UgS 313 #3 H3H faWS H 
533 frfuf RrP3 §R S T 

- u « - — 

»te rre fen gT§ i Hyt 

R T § U'd 3 T ^fe fa3 Rf3R3ll»P 

h ucpgt ! njp #3 othI sr r fey 

§ & R* 3 3*& fg^Tu 3 

HRH3 §1 53 fn"uf RRT3 § 

algy *re ^3 feR rr t 3 § 

¥S U3 R T S tft| R^t 
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According to the version given to her Raj Kaur was apprised 
that her husband had been coming and staying there. The infor» 
mation given was 

He used to come and spend time here 

Used to talk on spiritual matters elevating us 

Many times in deep meditation 

He would remain in tune with God 

Many times he would sit and write replies 

Answering questions pertaining to religion 
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Many times letters were received here from saints 
Inquiring about the difficult aspects of religion 
The man of divine wisdom Surat Singh 
Would sit here and sort out beautiful replies 
Excepting those who were close associates 
No one knew that he used to visit this place 
Therefore O' you his loving wife may know 
That I have with me the copies of his replies 
You may take them with you and peruse carefully 
These bear the signatures of your husband 
The divine secrets, the problems besetting life 
The various involvements with worldly affairs 
Are discussed and solved, the secrets opened up 
Just as a key easily opens the lock. 

How was it that Rana Surat Singh had been keeping away and 
staying at that spot for days together without the knowledge of 
Raj Kaur ? Proceeding with the version as it is Raj Kaur must 
have had some surprise while receiving the copies of the letters 
written by her husband which had been left at the temple. It is 
stated that the copies wrapped in a red handkerchief were brought 
out. Raj Kaur bowed in reverence and wanted to leave the place 
alongwith them. She affirmed that she would be coming to the 
temple often in order to seek the company of the exalted lady 
living there. The fairy then remonstrated. She declared that her 
father had instructed her to live in solitude and pray at the feet of 
the invisible Master. If Raj Kaur was to have her way then others 
may also start coming. 

The fairy pointed out a fine stream flowing nearby and 
detailedly described that if at a precise point Raj Kaur was to take 
a turning she would come across a big stone standing aloof and of 
white colour. From there she was to turn to the left where a soli- 
tary slab was to become visible. On tilting that a dark passage was 
to become visible walking through which with some candle light a 
door was to be approached. She told Raj Kaur that if she would 
pronounce certain words which she was to remember then those 
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inside would open the door. Beyond that lived highly religious 
married couples who held daily congregations. They were follow- 
ing the precepts of the Gurus. Their common abode had been 
originated by her husband. 

In the aforesaid narration the poet has inserted appropriate 
compositions from the Sikh scriptures. Such quotations lead to 
the conclusion that the aim was to record 'their exposition and to 
establish that there were people living in accordance with the 
injunctions in Gurbani. 

V 

At that particular stage the poet introduces another woman 
in a peculiar context* The lady happened to be the aged mother 
of Rani Raj Kaur. She has spent days together expecting that 
Raj Kaur will come back. Many times her employees searched 
through the gardens. At odd hours they looked for Raj Kaur in 
the vicinity of the monument raised in respect of Rana Surat 
Singh. It was all in vain. 

Then follows the nineteenth section in the epic. This is 
devoted to the reunion between the mother and the daughter. A 
moonlit night is described in poetic detail. The mother who had 
as her last resort taken to praying for the return of her . daughter 
takes the daughter in her lap. Rani Raj Kaur intimated this to 
her mother 

orftfel >hhT ! M are w 
srj wth t ?>1 m 3T^t w few i 

''She said look mother the moon belonging to you 

Having travelled through the heavens 

Has come back, look into your lap it is there !" 

The meeting is described at length. This chapter in a way 
is a dimensional digression. 

Another chapter draws a graphic picture of Rani Raj Kaur 
engaged in ■ prayer before Guru Granth Sahib. The gist of it was 
the.supjplication to seek permission to peruse the copies of the 
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letters stated to have been written by her husband to various 
persons. Some of them have been reproduced. 

The first letter which may be noticed was addressed to 
Shrimati Karam Kaur who belonged to village "Thatian" and 
whose son Sher Singh had joined in the war against Muslim enemy 
forces. He was taken a prisoner and ultimately killed wtile in 
bondage. Rana Surat Singh is shown to have been informed 
about the episode and some portions from the letter are quoted 
below :— 

H3 fRUI tft HH IRTOt W W 
f B^ftf* tiar feof feof53t 

»rfs fen to §§ uts f j 
us ?> T fu h t 3 t spf 4 fea 
§3 U3l Hate d§ gssr 

t3 HS& ftm H?>Hfcf § 

U5 isra e T s T s ehrar #h ^ T 

f 7T5 of^^T ?H HOST gf9»fT 



You dear mother are blessed by the Guru 

I have learnt about the death of Sher Singh 

You are left all alone in the world 

The heart weeps out while thinking about you 

But this is not the occasion for crying 

Your husband died while fighting 

Two sons attained martyrdom on the battle-field 

You lost a daughter also in the war 

This time the youngest son, scion of the family 

Upholding the family tradition fought vigorously. 

Then towards the end of the letter he praises the sacrifices 
made for the noble cause. He consoled her 
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offet fHUU W| T B fe»fT ofHS 9 
3 U?> ! 33 §3T §c5 Hi 

>• ss-ire h sw ?rsfi >h t graft 
. -j 3 T fHorst Tnar h t h t ire eft 

God has been kind in welcoming 
Your entire family at His threshold 
You are venerable, so was your husband 
Your entire family will evermore remain venerable 
It has spent itself in maintaining the community" 
Your family has attained admirable accomplishment 
You are not alone in this world the entire people 
Call you as dear mother of such a large family. 

You will find in this the arrow flying in wider space, striking 
at another target. The Sikh people had been baptised by Guru 
Gobind Singh Ji. They became the Khalsa.' The tenth Guru 
dedicated the Khalsa to God, He declared that the "Khalsa** was 
the destined army belonging to God. The Khalsa was to defend 
the poor and the down-trodden. Those who were to embrace death 
while fighting selflessly in a righteous cause were to be respected 
and eulogised as martyrs. 

Rana Surat Singh affirms that having spent her entire family 
in a common cause, Mai Karam Kaur had endeared herself to the 
entire community as the common mother of all. 

There are similar letters addressed to others. Various aspects 
of Sikhism are discussed therein. 

The poet through this epic intensified the desire in the Sikhs 
to live upto the expectations of their Gurus. Whenever in accor- 
dance with the trend of the recorded events he got a chance, Bhai 
Vir Singh utilised it for preaching the gospel given by the Sikh 
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Gurus to the mankind. Rana Surat Singh is recognised as a 
monumental production in the domain of religious literature. 

The poet was successful in introducing [many mysterious 
situations. He fostered links in the story by giving unexpected 
turns to the circumstances. 

The maiden who had climbed into the temple alongwith Rani 
Raj Kaur became her constant companion. They used to sleep 
near to each other at night. One morning she found that Raj 
Kaur's bed was empty. She began to search for her. Suddenly she 
heard a voice striking through the air just as a streak of lightening 
would suddenly shine accross the skies. Guided by it Radha, that 
being her name, hastened towards the place from where the sound 
had come. She was confronted by a closed door. Looking through 
the chink she saw the Rani in a unique posture. She was reveren- 
tially kneeling in prayer. She was singing in soft melodious voice. 
The composition from the Sikh scriptures which Raj Kaur was 
pronouncing was to elevate her into high mystic regions. Her soul 
was caught in a divine spell. The supernatural possessed her. In 
a trance she turned her eyes upwards. She was staring into deep 
heavens. A shiver passed through her. Her fertile imagination 
incited her to speak to her husband who seemed to have appeared 
before her. This imaginary meeting between a departed husband 
and his wife in lamentation was devised to express exceptional 
feelings.. The poet was to propagate through the meeting between 
them, the views which deserved to be interestingly implanted in the 
readers* 

It would not be useful to reproduce the entire text. The 
material portions are reproduced hereunder : — 

few ul h ugf5 #y s : 

HS^l %fi §UHH Hoff sfHTfS ^ T 
H W3 tfl»f ?' S =? ! 



ft* OTft b\ itt for wjs* 
frr?3 flair ura § wj§ 

fat § t ? T H 33^H >tfU| 

0 my dearest you can estimate the situation 
No stamina is left in me, I have no strength 

1 do listen to the sermons but cannot act accordingly 
Therefore you while bestowing life on me 

May obtain compliance with your command 

From me, by lending your personal prowess 

My dear husband you please pick me up 

And lift me into the world of spiritual congregation 

The way you brought me from my paternal home to yours 

Similarly lead me into the domain of eternity 

O my dear one, O my dearest obtain me into yourself 

To be with you in your abode evermore ! 

It is true that in your dreams those whom you remember 
many times put in their appearances. It is a rare accomplishment, 
however, to be in such' love that while awake you may enjoy the 
presence of the departed. The profile may not be visible. Some 
voice may pronounce the requisite words. In life strange happen- 
ings are experienced. Rani Raj Kaur is an exceptionally faithful 
loving wife. Her husband, while discharging all his duties, was 
living out his life in mystic detachment. He was not an ordinary 
man. He did not feel satisfied by merely reciting the scriptures 
unto himself. He was living out true religion. He was in no bon- 
dage. By meditating he had gone beyond fmeditation. In all situa- 
tions he consciously had the presence of God with him. It was he 
whom Raj Kaur loved in life and whose mandate she began to 
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appreciate after he attained martyrdom. In his life-time he did not 
succeed in making her realise that it was the Creater indeed who 
deserved to be loved. His death was not forgotten after the usual 
period of mourning. The affliction in Raj Kaur gave her greater 
insight into religion. Events educated her in seeking the true pur- 
pose of existence. Her premonition guided her to a place where- 
in sublime environment was situated the "temple of peace". 
She was wonder-struck when she found one of her sex sitting there 
in meditation. In the course of her contact instead of getting any 
words of consolation she received information which inspired her 
to seek eternal bliss, The hand of destiny which was holding her 
fast lifted her soul into the province of divinity. Bhai Vir Singh 
was for once out to prove the truth in the saying "seek and you 
shall find". 

The poet did the yeomans service to Sikhism in evolving this 
epic in this manner and to this extent, Rana Surat Singh has 
become a book of reference. The exposition of Sikhism in it 
remains uncontradicted. 

In the concluding portion (Chapter 33) it is outlined as to how 
a true Sikh is to conduct himself through life. It is insisted that he 
should associate with those who have faith in God and who are 
wedded to the dogma of Sikhism. The birds of the same feather fly 
together. According to Bhai Vir Singh there is no midway. You 
have to go the whole hog. 

Let us notice some of the prime instructions recorded in the 
ultimate portion of this epic. 
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fer feu H€3 yft? ast&r ofs^ 
h t ?s ufe Hung r# as s t 

When the soul attains divinity 

Then the awakening into truthfulness gains tremendousness 

Such is the quality of that prowess 

That intellect cannot comprehend or define it 

Affixed in life you cannot be enlightened 

But in that state of being you imbibe divine grace 

So illuminating pure and resplendent it is 

That the sublimated soul gains superior strength 

Turning the individual into the "Son of God" 

In tune with Him, he at all times converses with Him. 

A son must possess some qualities of his father. The poet 
asserts that when the soul attains unison the individual turns into 
the Son of God. Such a person will possess great moral strength. 
With his clean life he will acquire admirable vigour in the body. 
In blood and bone he will stand apart from all others. 

Bhai Vir Singh was not preaching on the basis of scholastic 
knowledge. He was the one who in the first instance lived out 
what he wrote about. He dipped his pen in truth to write about 
truth. 

It is one of the cardinal principles of Sikhism that having 
acted righteously the Sikh must gratefully accept the ultimate 
decision by God in all matters. The will of the Providence 
prevails. 

It is enjoined that you must remain grateful to God under all 
circumstances. 

Rana Surat Singh is presented as an ideal Sikh. The life-story 
of Rani Raj Kaur is that of a person in urgent eager search. She 
was in search of love. Her husband really loved her. He wanted 
to proceed beyond physical attachment. She being enchanted by 
his handsomeness could not look beyond her nose. His death 



153 



&pWJ$h^ Biiym\^hWd?WmmpM affection gathered 

yPfalg?^^?/?^. • W^ffVfiii ler soul became acute. From 

Mtfy &fi £ evgiK 3 ^fe w fea?fit f Wtsh lessons. 
-^i3V3 Belesis orfw av T " 

Then started the message from the unseen. Rani Raj Kaur 

grasped the meaning. Her life took a turn in the right direction. 
Sife 1 conquered her desires. She effortlessly began to advance 
towards eternal bliss. Her actions began to inspire others. 

This epic covering man and woman educates all men and 
women to live as true Sikhs. 

It prescribes that mere recitation of Gurbani may be good but 
it is not the end in itself. You must understand what the scrip- 
tares convey. You must make a choice of every word you speak. 
You must be clean in thought, word and deed. The fact that all 
this is a vanishing show if accepted would compel you to seek the 
eternal. You will attend to all demands which life may make but 
you will no longer seek to deceive others to serve your own ends. 
You will not yield to temptation. You will be aware that God is 
with you, prompting but watching all your actions. You must 
possess absolute harmony with Him. 

Bhai Vir Singh assures you • — 

»T# 9 § R^5 3 
WO § <JR |U era § t?RB T I 

HcS 3<s ufus »raar feRH wfzw i 

When the mind and soul are in tune with God 
You acquire sublimating blissfulness 
Because of which the mind and all perceptive organs 
Become introspective 

The existent self is saturated with eternal beauty 
The mind and body attain invigorating health 
With sublimating bliss inside you ! 
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The aforequoted assurance would brighten up your future if 
you decide to attain the state of desirelessness. When desires will 
no longer incite your actions you will find an awakening and your 
soul will begin to yearn for unison with Him who creates every- 
thing and into whom all that is visible is to merge. 

In His kindness He may confer on you the inclination to love 
Him and Him alone. That may lead to real emancipation. This 
epic may prove to be an elevating boon. You will rever the 
accomplishment which the poet attained. 



